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Advertifementt 



THE Writer of thefc Ballads, by 
way of Preface, begs leave to 
introduce a Fragment, which he happily 
met with among the MSS preferved in 
that ineftimablc receptacle of Curiofities 
at Chelfea, well known to the Literati 
of all Nations, under the denomination 
of Don Saltero's Coffee-House, 

This Fragment indeed bears no 
marks of Antiquity ; yet the origin as 
well as progrels of Music and Poetry 
is here traced with uncommon perfpi- 
cuity ; and it is greatly to be lamented 
that the Author himfelf could not be 
confulted, for putting the iinifliing hand 
to fo arduous and elaborate an under- 
taking. 
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THE 



HISTORY 



O F 



Choice Spirits, 

AND 

BALLAD SINGING. 

JUBAL, or Tubal Cain, was 
the firft compofer of Tunes ; his 
Lyre preceded Orion's, Amphioris> and 
even the Harp of Orpheus. 

Orion, when making his voyage 
upon the Dolphin's back, invented 
Water Mujk. 

Amphion introduced Cotillons as well 
as Country Dancing. 

Orpheus, to pleafe his Eurydicc, 
exhibited the firft Harmonic Meeting. 

And 
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( v ) 

And on the mountain Gibello, Circe 
held her firft Court for Comus. The 
Magazines T>f the Ancients, thofe moft 
ufeful repofitories of ready-made erudi- 
tion tell us, that Bacchus inftituted a 
Club at this very period, called the Baccce 
or Bacchantes, and which are now called 
the Bucks j as it appears, not only by 
Nimrod's ancient charter depofited in 
the Archives of the Babylonian Lodge 
in the environs of Sobo, but alfo by the 
authenticated Records belonging to the 
Pewter Platter in Bijhopfgate-precinft. 

And to tbefe two Bodies of that Noble 
and Ancient Order, the following En- 
graving of the famous Goblet, or Cup 
ufed by the Grand Buck at Rome, 
when he celebrated the Secular Games, is 
here addrefled, with its original Infcrip- 
tion, and a Tranflation, for the mutual 
entertainment of thofe diftindt Clafles 
of Critics, the Learned and Un- 
learned, who alternately take the 
lead in all Converfations. 
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POCULUM POCULORUMj 

Or, The CUP of CUPS. 




BENE VOBIS, 

BENE MIHI, 

BENE AMICiE ME£, 

BENE OMNIBUS NOBISi 

BENE CUI NON INVIDET MIHI, 

ET EO CUI NOSTRO GAUOEO GAUDET. 

THUS TRANSLATED: 

HERE'. TO THEE, 

HERE'. TO ME, 
ON OUR ABSENT FRIENDS WE'LL THINK, 
TO OUR NOBLE SELVES WE'LL DRINK i 
THEN TO HIM, FROM ENVY FREE, 
WHO LOVES FUN LIKE YOU AND ME. 



( vii ) 

The reafon for introducing this jfatique 
unto the Reader's acquaintance is, ac- 
cording to the modern cuftom of Book- 
making, to (hew the Authors Erudi- 
tion j which is ftill farther difpkyed 
in the following account of Choice 

SPIRIT9. 

After Circe's elopement with Vlyjfes % 
they became wanderers upon the Face 
of the Earth, and like Jews, and Strol- 
tng-playerSy continue Itinerants even unto 
this day ; they have neverthelefs mul- 
tiplied exceedingly, propagating their 
Convivialities into the different Orders 
of Grigs, Gregs, and Gregorians $ 
— Antigallicans, Free Masons, and 
Macaroni j —- Sons of Sound Sens£ 
und Satisfaction; — Sons of Kit, 
and Old Souls \ — True Blues, Pur- 
ples, and Albion s ;•— The Beef 
Steak, Jockey, and Catch Clubs j 
— The Magdalens, and Lumber 
Troop, with many others; all which 
acknowledge the Affinity they bear to 
their paternal Society, by celebrating 
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their Evening Myfteries with a Song 
and a Sentiment. 

The Choice Spirits have ever been 
famous for their Talents as Mufical 
Artifts. They ufually met at the har- 
veft-homes of Grape-gathering : There 
exhilerated by the preffings of the Vin- 
tage, they were wont to fing Songs, tell 
Stories, and fhew Tricks, from their 
firft emerging, until their Perihelion 
under the Prefidentfhip of Mr. George 
Alexander Stevens, Ballad-Laureat 
to the Society of Choice Spirits, and 
who appeared at Ranelagh in the Cha- 
racter of Com us, fupported by thofe 
Droles of merry Memory. 

Unparalleled were their performances, 
ttjirjl Fifis upon the Salt-Box, and 
inimitable the variations they would 
twang upon the forte and piano Jews- 
Harp. Excellent was Howard in the 
Chin Concerto ; whofe Nofe alfo 
fupplied the melodious Tones of the 
Bagpipe. — — Upon the Sticcado 

Matt. 
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Matt. Skeggs, remains ftill unrivalled.— 
And we cannot now boaft of one real 
Genius upon the genuine Hurdy 
Gurdy. 

Alas ! thefe Stars are all extinguished; 
and the remains of ancient Britifh Har- 
mony is now confined to the manly 
Mufic of Marrow -Bones and 

CLEAVERS. 

Every thing muft fink into Obli-r 
vion ; — cc Corn now grows where Troy 
Town Jlood" — Ranelagh may be meta~ 
morphofed into a Metbodiji's Meeting- 
Houfe! Faux -Hall cut into Skittle- 
Alleys ! the two Theatres converted 
into AuSlion- Rooms; and the New 
Pantheon become the (lately Habitation 
of fome Jew Pawn-Broker : — Nay, the 

Sons of Liberty themfclves * * * 

************* 

n* * * * * *»* * *t* 

Catera defunt. 
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( XV ) 



PROLOGUE, 

JiH ROUGH gloomy Grove, along the Lawn, 

Or by the ftill Brook's fide, 
When the Day's fable Jhrowd is drawn, 

Then Ghojts are f aid to glide. 

The paly Moonfhine's fdv'ry gleams 

Seem dancing down the glade, 
Mingling **midft Jhadowy forms it's beams, 

Which fcare the trembling Maid* 

The Trav'Uer oft is apt to fee, 

Through twilight's dujky veil, 
A Giant in each Htdgc-row Tree, 

WJtile Phantoms fill the Dale. 



jSo rambling Readers may condemn 
litis Book of medley Rhimes, 

Whofe Errors will appear to them 
A lift of Giant Crimes. 



( xvi ) 

Already mart; — Sir Cynic /cowls, 
Rage wrinkle on his brow, 

To fee, Jhamcl two am'rous Owls, 
Inflintlive on yon Bough, 



With outfpread hands, and upcafi eyes, 

As Bigots tell their Jlories, 
Th' o'er ~zealous Commentator cries, 
. O Tempore ! O Mores ! 

But why Jhbuld Critics carp at Songs t 

Or ClaJJic Scales apply ? 
To them alone this freight belongs, 

Who'd ratJur laugh than cry. 

For neitleer Pedant nor for Prude, 

Thefe Sonnets took their birth; 
But are dijh'd up, as pleafant Food, 
For Sons of Social Mirth. 
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SONGS, 

COMIC and SATYRICAL. 



SONG I. 

The VICAR and MOSES. 

To it's own Tune. 

THERE was once, — it is faid, 
When, — 'tis out of my head ; — • 
Aye, and where too — yet true is my Tale ; 
That a round-belly'd Vicar 
Bepimpled with liquor, 
Could flick to no Text like good Ale. 

Tol de rol, lol dcrol lol, £&. 

II. 

He one night 'gan to dofe, 

For, under the rofe, 
The Pried was that night non ft ipfc ; 

Non/e ipfc, you'll fay, 

What is that to the Lay ? — 
In plain Englifh then, Parfon was tipfey; 

B 
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in. 

When the Clerk coming in, * 
With his band-bobbing chin, 

As folemn and fniv'ling as may be, 
The Vicar he gap'd, 
His Clerk hem'd and fcrap'd, 

Saying, — Pleafe, Sir, to bury a Baby. 

IV. 

Now our Author fuppofes 

The Clerk's name was Mofes, 
Who look'd at his Matter (o rofy ; 

He blink'd with one eye, 

And with wig all awry, 
He hiccup 'd out, — How cheers it, Mozy ? 

V. 

A Child, Sir, is carry 'd, 

For you to be bury'd ; — 
Bury me, Mofes, — no that won't do, — - 

Lord, Sir, fays the Clerk, 

You are all in the dark, 
*Tis a Child to be bury'd, not you. 

VI. 

Well, Mofis, don't hurry, — 

The Infant we'll bury ; — 
But, Mailer, the Corpfe cannot ftay : — 

What — can't it — but why ? 

For once then we'll try 
If a Corpfe, Mofes, can run away. 
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VII. 

But Mofcs reply'd, 

The parifh will chicle, 
For keeping them out in cold weather : 

Then, Mozy, quoth he, 

Pray tell 'em from me, 
I'll bury them warm, all together.. 

vim 

But, Sir, it rains hard, 
Pray have foaie regard ; — 

Regard, Mofcs, that makes me flay • 
For no Corpfe, young or old, 
In the rain can catch cold, 

But, Mofcs y faith you or I may. 

IX. 

Mofes begg'd to be gone, 
Saying, Sir, the rain's done ; 
Pleafe to rife, and I'll lend you my hand ; 
'Tis hard, quoth the Vicar, 

To leave thus my liquor, 
And go, — when I'm fure I can't Hand. 

X. 

At length, though fore troubled, 
To Church-yard he hobbled 

Lamenting the length of the way ; 
For, Mofes, quoth he, 
Were I Bilhop, d'ye fee, 

I neither need walk, preach, nor pray. 

B 2 
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XL 

When he came to the grave, 

Says he, M ofes, — a Stave ; — 
Lord, where's my Tobacco-box hid ? 

I proteft this fail walking 

Prevents me from talking ; 
So, Mofes, pray give me a quid. 

XII. 

Then he open'd his Book, 

And therein feem'd to look, 
Whilft o'er the page only he fquinted ; 

Crying, Mofes, Pm vex'd, 

For I can't fee the Text, 
The Book is fo damnably printed. 

XHL 

Woman of a man born — 

No — that's wrong — the leaf's torn ; 
Upon Woman the natural fwell is ; 

Were Men got with Child 

The world would run wild, 
You and I, Mo/es, might have big bellies. 

XIV. 

Our guts would be prefs'd hard 

Were we got with Ballard ; 
How wonderful are our fuppofes ; — 

What Midwife could do it r 

He'd be hardly put to it, 
Lord blefs us, to lay me and Mofes. 
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xv. 

So, Mofcs, come forth, 
Put the Child into earth, 
And duft to dull, dull it away ; 

For, Mofcs, I trail, 
We fhould foon turn to dull 
If we were not to moiflen our clay. 

XVI. 

Mofcs, — mind what I fay ; — 

When 'tis night 'tis not day ; — 
Now in former times Saints could work Miracles, 

And raife from the Dead, — 

There's no more to be faid, 
For, Mo/is, I'vrdropp'd down my fpe&aclei* 

XVII. 

. Mofcs, — hear what I fay, — . 
Life's, alas ! but a day, — 
Nay, fometimes 'tis over at noon ; •— 
Man is but a flower, 
• Cut down in an hour, 
'Tia ftrong Ale, Mofcs, does it fo foon. 

XVIII. 

So one pot, and then ; — 

Mofcs anfwered, Amen \ — 
And thus far we've carry'd the Farce on ; 

'Tis the Vice of the Times 

To. relifh thofe rhymes 
Where the Ridicule runs on a Parfon. 

B 3 
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XIX. 

But Satyr detefts 

Immorality's Jells, 
All prophane or immodeft exprefllon ; 

So now we'll conclude, 

And drink as we fhou'd, 
To the good Folks of ev'ry Profeflion. 

Tol de rol, lol dcrol lol % &c. 



mm 



SONG II. 
ORIGIN of ENGLISH LIBERTY. 

7> it's own Tunu 

I. 

ONCE the Gods of the Greeks, at ambrofial feaft, 
Large bowls of rich neftar were quaffing, 

Merry M amies among them appeared as a guefl, 
Homer fays the Celeftials lov'd laughing. 

II. 

This happen 'd, Yore Chaos was fix'd into form, 

While Nature diforderly lay ; 
While elements ad verfe engendered the ftorm, 

And uproar embroil'd the loud fray. 




'[73 
III. 

On ev'ry Olympic the Humoarift droU'd, 
Hence none cou'd his jokes difapprove ; 

He fung* repartee'd, many fage itorics told, 
And at length thus addrefs'd father Jove: 

IV. 
Sire, — Mark how yon Matter is heaving below, 

Were it fettled 'twou'd pleafe all your Court %, 
Tis not wifdom to let it lie ufelefs, you know * 

Pray people it juft for our fport. 

V. 

Jove nodded aflent, all Olympus bow'd down, 

At his Fiat Creation took birth % 
The cloud-mantled Deity (VmTd on hh throne f 

And announced the produttion was Earth/ 

VL 

To honour their Sov'reign each God gave a boon $ 

Apollo afforded it Light; 
The Goddefs of Child-bed prefented a Moon, 

To filver the fcadow of Night. 

VII. 
The Queen of Soft-wifhes, foul Vulcan's fair bride, 

Leering willful on her Man of War, 
Took pity on Beings who wanted a guide, 

So (he fparkled the morn and eve Star. 

VIII. 
From her cloud, all in fpirits, the Goddefs up fpnmg, 

In ellipfis each Planet advanced 5 
The Tune of the Spheres the Nine Sifters fung, 
As round Terra Nova they danc'd*. 

B 4 
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IX. 

E'en Jove himfelf cou'd not infenfiblc fland, 

Bid Saturn his girdle faft bind, 
The Expounder of Fate grafp'd the globe in his hand, 

And laugh'd at thofe Mites call'd Mankind. * 

X. 

From the hand of great Jove into Space it was hurPd, 
He was charm'd with the roll of the ball, 

Bid his daughter Attraction take charge of the World, 
And Hie hung it up high in his hall. 

XI. 

Mifs pleas'd with the prefent, reviewed the globe round, 
Saw with rapture hills, vallies, and plains ; 

The felf-balanc'd orb in an atmofphere bound, 
Prolific by funs, dews, and rains. 

XII. 
With filver, gold, jewels, (he India endow'd, 

France and Spain (he taught vineyards to rear, 
What was fit for each clime on each clime (he beftow'd, 

And Freedom (he found flourifh'd here. 

XIII. 

That blue-ey'd celeftial, Minerva the wife, 

Ineffably fmil'd on the fpot; 
My dear, fays plum'd Pallas, your laft gift I prize, 

But, excufe me, one thing is forgot. 

XIV. 
Licentioufnefs Freedom's deftru&ion may bring, 

Unlefs Prudence prepares it's defence ; 
The Goddefs of Sapience bid Iris take wing 

And on Briton 8 beftow'd Common- Senie. 
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XV. 
Four Cardinal Virtues ihe left in this ifle, 

As guardians to cherifh the root ; 
. The bloffbms of Liberty gaily 'gan fmile, 

And Englifhmen fed on the fruit. 

XVI. 
Thus fed, and thus bred, by a bounty fo rare, 

• Oh preferve it as pure as 'twas giv'n ; 
We will while we've breath, nay we'll grafp it in death, 
And return it untainted to Heav'n. 



SONG III. 
ORIGIN of FACTION. 

Tune, — J am, quoth Apollo, when Daphne, flrc. 

I. 

IN fabulous pages, where grave Tutors train us, 
The falt-water Sov'reign is call M Ocean us ; 
His fpoufe was deliver'd, by man- midwife Triton, 
Of this fea-girt Ifland, his fav'rite Britain. 

The Naiads were Nunes ; old Trident declar'd, 
To embellifh his offspring no pains (hou'd be fpar'd : 
By flying fiih drawn, to Olympus he drove, 
And petition'd the Gods, that his fuit they'd approve. 

B5 
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I'll, make it quoth Jupiter, King of the Sea ; 
Avail ! reply 'd Neptune, pray leave that to me : 
I'll guard it with fhoals, and I'll make their lads Seamm. 
Strong Hercules hollow'd out, I'll snake 'em all Freemen, 

IV. 

And what will you make, — Venus whifper'd to Mars ? 
I'll make them all Soldiers, that Nep. don't make Tars. 
Momus fmil'd, as that droll always merrily means ; 
He begg'd they'd go partners, and make 'em Marines. 

V. 

Quoth Saturn, much time I'll allow 'em for thinking ; 
Buck Bacchus reply'd, no, allow it for drinking : 
But Mercury anfwcr'd, a fig for your Wine, 
The art of Time- killing by Card-playing 's mine. 

VI. 
By Styx, quoth Apollo, but Hermes you're bit ; 
'Gain ft Gaming I'll fend 'em an antidote, — Wit : 
In England, laugh M Momus, Wit no one regards, 
Save that fort of Wit that's in — Playing your Cards. 

VII. 
Well, well, replies Phabus, I'll mend their conditions, 
I'll teach 'em to fiddle, and fend 'em Phyiicians. 
Mong Fidlers, quoth Momus, true Harmony's fcarce ; 
And as to your Doctorfhip, — Phyftck's a Farce. 

VIII. 

Says Venus, I'll people this I flan d with Beauties, 
And tempt Married-Men to be true to their duties. — 
You to Married. Men's duty a friend ! bawl'd out Juno, 
You're a ftrumpet, you flut, and that I know and you know. 
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t 

Then taming to Jove, who look'd pale, (he began, — 
Til fpoil your Olympical gift-giving plan : 
Herfelf not confulted, (he vow'd me wou'd wrong us, 
Blew a Scold from her mouth, and fent Party among us, 

X. 

God Bacchus, to counterpoife Juno's ralh action, 
Commanded Silenus to feize upon Faction ; 
Swift flitted the Fiend, the old Toper outfped, 
Whilfl Semele's fon fent a Flafk at his head. 

XL 

The Imp, by the blow, fpeechlefs fell to the ground ; 
May Wine thus for ever foul Faction confound : 
Unanimity ! that, that's the Toaft of our Hearts, . 
Though no Party-men here, Here's to all Men of Parts. 



SONG IV. 

THE RACE. 

Tune, — As Roger came tapping at Dolly's Window. 

« 
I. 

A S the Farmer went over his corn-ripen'd land, 
And counted th* encreafe of his grain, 

Scarlet poppies he faw down the long furrows (land, 
Like foldiers in lines on the plain. 
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Quoth he, though in Learning I am sot well flulPd, 

In mem'ry this maxim I'll keep, 
Thofe weeds among wheat, (hew when belly is fill'd 

We have nothing to do but to fleep. 

II. 
Each (bene of creation that opes to our view, 

Affords Contemplation a theme, 
As bloflbms enameird by drops of bright dew, 

With diamonds fo Court-beauties beam. 
-See grape to grape fwelling, tranfparent on vine, 

That fruit is an emblem of blifs ; 
Balmy lip* to lip Lovers as lufcioufly join, 

And the ne&ar enjoy of a Kifs. 

III. 
While Btitons, like Britons, dare Englifh Tafte own, 

Succefs on our ftrength could depend ; 
We now, by importing enervate Bon Ton, 

To impotent Idlers defcend. 

• 

Wc wed without Love, we attempt without Powers, 

And flrengthlefs, and fcnfelefs, in fwarms, 
Infipid as butterflies, balking on flowers, 

The fribbles fill fine womens arms. 

IV. 
If Bacchus and Ceres were drove from Love's Court, 

Dejire muft frozen depart ! 
Roaft Beef quantum fuff. and take tantum Red Port, 

They fteel the Main-fpring of the Heart. 
Cou'd we Venus confult, why indeed fo we may, 

Since each circle a Venus fupplies, 
I'll back my opinion, thofe beauties will fay 

A Milk/op's the thing we defpife. 
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v. 

The Elixir of Love in oar full bottles view, 

'For Beauty's fake Bumpers embrace ; 
While kept in this Training we can't but come through^ 

For Give-and-Take Plates in Love's Race. 
Succefs to that Meeting, where each againft each. 

Well mounted, pufh forward to win, 
For third, fourth, or fifth heats, they rallying ftretch, 

And, neck to neck, nimbly come in. 



SONG V. 

THE WORMS. 

Tune, — When Strephon to Chloe made Love his Pretence. 

KEEP your diftance, quoth King, who in lead coffin lay, 
As befide him they lower'd a fhrowdlefs old Clay ; 
The Mendicant Carcafe replied, with a fneer, 
•* Miller Monarch be ftill, we are all equal here. 

II. 
" Life's miferies long I was forc'd to abide, 
" By the Seafons fore pelted, fore pelted by pride : 
" And though clad in ermine, yet you've been diftreft, 
" Both our cares now are over, — fo let us both reft." 

III. 

A Committee of worms, Manour Lords of the Grave, 
Overheard 'em and wonder'd to hear the Dead rave. 
Quoth the Chairman, Dare mortals pre/time thus to prate^ 
When even we Maggots don't think our/elves great f 
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IV. 
" Infane oflentations, who brag'of their births, 
•' Yet are but Machines, mix'd of aggregate earths. 
" They diftindttons demand, with diftinctions they meet 
" When we throw, by the rich folks, as not fit to eat. 

V. 

" They are Scurvy compounds of Debauch and Difeafe, 
" Putrefactions of Sloth, or Vice run to the Lees. 
" By Luxury's peflilence Health is laid wafte : 
«' And all they can boaft is, — They 1 re poifon'd in Taftc* 

VI. 
" 'Tis true, cries Crawlina, the Queen of the Worms, 

" They make upon earth immenfe noife with their forms, 
Pon onner, with Beauties though fo much I deal, 
On not one in ten can I make a good meal. 

VII. 
" When we chofe to regale on the dainties of charms, 
" We formerly fed on necks, faces, and arms ; 
" Now Varnifti envenoms their tainted complexions, 
" A fine woman's features fpread fatal infections. 

VIII. 
" Not a Worm of good tafle, and bon ton, I dare vouch, 
" A morfel of fafhion-made Beauties will touch. 
" A Quality Toaft we imported laft week, — 
" Two Maggots, my fervants, dy'd eating her cheek." 

IX. 
Very odd, quoth a Critic, Worms holdfuch difcourfe. 
Very odd, quoth the Author, that Men fhou'd talk worfe. 
Like Reptiles, we crawl upon earth for a term, 
Take wing for while, — then defcend to a Worm. 






« 

Dan Pope declares all Human Race to be Worms ; 
Maids, Mifles, Wives, Widows, all Magotty forms. 
But of Worms, and worm-feeding, no more we'll repeat. 
Here's a glafs, To the Dainty that's made for Man's meat* 



SONG VI. 
BEAUTY AND WINE. 

Tune — Attend all ye Fairs, I'll tell ye the Art. 

ONE day at her Toilet as Venus began 

To prepare for her face- making duty, 
Bacchus ilood at her elbow, and fwore that her plan 

Would not help it, but hinder her Beauty. 

II. 
A Bottle young Semcle held up to view, 

And begg'd fhe'd obferve his directions — 
This Burgundy, dear Cytharea, will do, 

'Tis a Rouge that refines all Complexions. 

III. 
Too polite to refufe him, the Bumper (he fips, 

On his knees, the Buck begg'd (he'd encore ; 
The Joy-giving Goddefs, with Wine-moiften'd lips, 

Declar'd {he would Hob Nob once more. 

IV. 
Out of window each Wafh, Pafle, and Powder, me hurl'd, 

And the God of the Grape vow'd to join ; 
Shook hands, fign'dand feal'd, then bid Fame tell the World, 

Of the Union 'twixt Beauty and Wine. 
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SONG VII. 
NUNC EST BIBENDUM. 

Tunc, — Moggy Lauder. 
I. 

NOW we're free from College Rules, 

From Common-place-book reafon, 
From trifling fyllogiftic Schools, 

And Syftems out of Seafon ; 
Never more we'll have defin'd, 

If Matter thinks or thinks not ; 
All the matter we mail mind, 

Is — he who drinks — or drinks not. 

II. 
Tho* we by Metaphyfics trace, 

The Mind, or Soul abftradled j- 
And prove Infinity of Space, 

By caufe on caufe effected ; 
Yet better Souls we can't become 

By immaterial thinking ; 
And as to Space, we want no room, 

But room enough to drink in. 

III. 

Plenum, — vacuum, — minus, — plus, 

Are learned words and rare too, — 
Thofe terms our Tutors may difcufs, 

And thofe who pleafe may hear too. •— 
A Plenum in our Wine we fhow, 

With Plus, and Plus behind, Sir, 
And when our Cam is minus, low, 

A Vacuum foon we find, Sir. 
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IV. 

Copernicus, that learned fage, 

Dane Tycho's error proving, 
Declares in — I can't tell what page— 

The earth round Sol is moving. 
But which goes round, what's that to as ? 

Each is, perhaps, a notion ; 
With Earth, and Sun, we make no fufs, 

But mind the Bottle's motion. 

V. 

"Great Galileo ill was us'd 

By Superftition's fury ; 
Antipodeans were abus'd 

By ignoramus jury : 
But, feet to feet, we dare atteft, 

Nor fear a treatment fcurvy ; 
For when we're drunk, probatum eft. 

We're tumbling, topfy turvy. 

VI. 

Newton talk'd of Lights and Shades, 

And different Colours knew, Sir : 
Don't let us difturb our heads, — 

We will but ftudy two, Sir, — 
White and Red our glafles boaft, 

Reflection, and Refraction ; 
After him we name our Toaft, — 

" The Center of Attraclion" 

VIL 

On that Thefts we'll declaim, 

With Jtr a turn, Juper Jtratum ; ■ 
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There's mighty magic in the name, 
'Tis Nature's Poftulatum. 

Wine, in nature's next to love; 
Then wifely let us blend 'em; 

Firft though, phyfically prove, 

That Nunc, nunc eft bibcndum. 



SONG VIII. 

ENGLISH LITANY. 

TUNE, 
When I enter' d my Teens, and tltreto Playthings afide. 

I. 

1 O a Stage-Coach we aptly may liken this Nation, 
Where PaiTengers feldom are pleas'd with their ftation ; 
But wrangling, and jangling, and joflling, and jumbling. 
The Infide-folks grin and the Outudes are grumbling. 

II. 

The. Inns they are in, and the Outs they are out ; 
To be in is the Riddle, which makes all this route. 
The Outs call the Miniftry infamous elves ; 
And the Inns, when they're out, fay the fame things 
themfelves. 
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Iff. 

It is canning Credulity ever endives ; 
The world is a hot-bed, to raife Fools and Knaves : 
They pull this and that way, fometimes pall together ; 
But Common-fenfe fcoras to go partners with either. 

IV. 

My Country, my Freedom, and oh, my Religion ! 
Thefe tickle the ear, faith, like Mahomet'* pigeon : 
'Tis the time's cant, the farce, the finefle of all ages, 
For what the bell adors of, get the bed wages. 

V. 

Oh my Country ? — but hold, Sir, on which fide the Tweed t 
Wa worth tul your words, if ye dinna tak heed* 
We give praife to one fide, the other abufe, — 
Can the unborn their place of nativity chufe f 

VI. 

Off Prejudice, ofF 9 to Oblivion's cave ; 
We boaft we are Britons, as Britons behave : 
Can this, or that fide of a dream alter nature > 
No, — waih thofe reflections away in the water. 

VII. 
Get, get, is the cry now, and get all ye can ; 
If ye can get, get honeftly ; get, thoughts the plan. 
Get one thing, and ev'ry thing elfe you'll obtain : 
For Honours are now humble fervants to Gain. 

VIII. 
The African Slave-aealers fome may think bafe ; 
But what muft they think — if at home 'tis the cafe ? 
The Guinea trade here keeps a market, 'tis certain ; 
And Yes and No's bought and fold 5 more's the misfortune. 
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IX. 

When a Beauty's enjoyM by a Man of the Town f 
What he doted laft week on, this week he'll difown. 
The Self-fellers thus, become thofe people's feoff. 
Who firft turn them Proftitutcs, then turn them off. 

X. 

May all be turn'd off, who thofe dealings befriended, 
Where honefter folks have been fometimes fufpended ; 
May they die as they liv'd, by all good men abhorr'd, 
We Britons *esebch thee to hear us, good 
Lord. 



*mmm—m 



S O N G IX. 

The MARINE MEDLEY. 

Firft Tune, — Come and lificn to my Ditty* 

NOW fafe moor'd, with bowr before us, 

Mefs-mates heave a hand with me, 
Lend a Brother Sailor Chorus, 

While he fings our Lives at Sea : 
O'er the wide wave-fwelling ocean, 

Tofs'd aloft, or tumbled low, 
As to fear, 'tis all a notion, 

When our Time's come, we muft go. 
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II. 

Tune, — Life is chequer' d. 

Hark the boatfwain hoarfely bawling 

By top-fail meets and haul-yards Hand, 
Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 

Down your ftay-fails, hand boys, hand ; 
Now fet the braces, 
Don't make wry faces, 
But the lee top-fail (heets let go, 
Starboard here, 
Larboard there, 
Turn your quid, 
Take a fwear, 

Yo ! yo ! yo ! 

III. 

Firfi Tune again. 

Oh, ye Landmen, idly lying 

All along-fide Beauty's Charms, 
Safe in foft beds, fcas defying, 

Free from all but Love's alarms. 
While on billows, billows rolling, 

Death appears in every form, 
On no Ladies' Laps we're lolling, 

No kind kifs can calm the Storm. 

IV. 

But loud peals, on peals are claming, 

Through rift rocks, the (hrill wind fhrieks 5 

In our eyes fierce lightning flalhing, 

Scorch the fails, and flench the decks. 



Borftfng clouds upon as pouring, 

filack 9 o'erfpread the face of day* 

Burying feas m whirlpools roaring, 
Fiery flies the fparkiing fpray. 

V. 

High, the toffing Tempeft heaves as, 

Towards the Pole aloft we go; 
While the Clouds feem to receive us, 

Dreadful yawns {he Gulph below. 
In that dark deep, down, down, down, down, 

Down we (ink from fight of iky, 
By the fwell, as inftant up thrown, 

Hark ! what means yon difmal cry ! 

VI. 

The fore-maft's gone, yells fome fad tongue out 

O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck. — 
A leak beneath the cheflree's fprung out, 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick the lannyanj's cut in pieces, 

Come my Hearts, be flout and bold, 
Plumb the well, the leak increafes — 

Four feet water's in the hold. 

VN. 
Worfe and worfe, the wild winds tearing, 

Warring waves around us foam, 
For the worft, while we're preparing, 

Nature fhrinks, and fighs for Home. 
There, our babes, perhaps are faying, 

In their little lifping ftrain, 
As round mother's knees they're playing, 

Daddy foon will come again. 
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VIII. 

Tune, — Early one morn a jolly young Tar. 

If we muft die, why die we molt, 

'Tis a birth in which all muft belay mun. 
When our debt's due, for Death won't truft, 

Then all hands be ready to pay mun. 
As to Life'* ftriking its Flag, never fear, 

Our Cruife is out, that's all my brother, 
In this world we've luff 'd it up, thus, and no near, 

So let's fhip ourfelves off for another. 

IX. 

Tune the Jirft again. 

Overboard the guns be throwing, 

To the pumps come ev'ry hand, 
See her mizen maft is going, 

On the lee beam lies the land. 
Rifing rocks appear before us, 

PJopelefs, yet for help we call, 
Ev'ry fea breaks fatal o'er us, 

To the Storm's fell power we fall. 

X. 

Now Difmay, with afpedl horrid, 

Swells each fleeplefs eye with tears ; 
And Defpair, with briftly forehead, 

On each blbodlefs face appears. 
Sadly we view the ruthlefs Wave ! ■ 

O'rwhelming Seas roll mountain high ; 
The fwell comes on, our watery grave, 

Hark, what means yon happy cry ! 
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XI. 
The Leake we've found, it cannot poor fail, 

We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Up and rig a jury Fore-Malt, 

She rights, (he rights, boys, wear off fhore. 
Now, my Hearts, we're fafe from finking, 

We'll again lead Sailors lives ; 
Come,x the Cann boys, let's be drinking 

To our Sweethearts, and our Wives. 



SONG X. 

REASON. 

Tone, — When Fanny to Woman is growing apace. 

I. 

WHAT the heart feels oppofe to the phrafes of fchools, 
Sweet Sympathies prove the Philofophers fools. 
Can all the clafp'd volumes of learned mens feats, 
Be equal to clafping one Beauty in meets. 

II. 

Go InjiinEt, call Rtafon, and hear what he'll fay — 
The cowardly Tyrant keeps out of the way. 
Bolt the door then Dejirc, we'll bilk him at leaft, 
He may pick up our Offals, and rail at the feail. 
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m. 

The Union of Souls is a Talk words may try, 
fiat Lor era' Senfations Defcription defy ; 
To them only known, who voluptuoufly prove 
AfFedUon'* Enjoyment, the Phrenzy of Love. 

IV. 
But hark ! who is that we hear hobbling up flairs ? 
It is Reafon, quoth Fancy ; — Oh is it ! who cares ? 
He's welcome, — a chair there — I hope he'll fit down : 
As he enter'd I fmiTd, — he return'd me a frown. 

V. 

My Lafs was before me, my Bottle between ; 
In our looks we rejoic'd we juft now were not feen ; 
But when Pleafure prompts, Reafon always fneaks off 4 
When over, he bully-like, enters to huff* 

VI. 
Juft like an old Watchman, the Goblin was dreft, 
Grey hairs, pole and Ian thorn, broad belt, and long veil ; 
Young Fellow, quoth He, it is time you ihou'd think ; 
Old Fellow, quoth Me, it is time you ihou'd drink. 

VII. 
I ofrer'd a Flafk of Champaign, on my knee, 
And begg'd, as my Dodor, he'd drink for his fee ; 
I prais'd his wife feeming, — my praifes prevail'd ; 
For Flattery's a noflrum which never yet fail'd. 

VIII. 
With praifes, with Bumpers, I ply'd him fo long, 
That himfelf he forgot, and would fing us a Song ; 
Aye and dance, nay a wench he wou'd have, and he fwore ; 
But attempting to rife, he fell drunk on the floor. 

C 
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IX. 

As I order'd a Bed, fays my love-looking Fair, 
" As to Bed, my dear ! Reafon has no buflnefs there ; 
« The Senfes their title to that Manour prove, 
•' Let Reafon fleep on, while we waken to Love." 

The MORA L. 
Reafon is but a Bugbear ta fcare girls and boys, 

Wine and women, without him, .Experience enjoys ; 
That we're worthy thofe Bleffings, let Life's practice prove, 
May we never want Reafon for Drinking or Love. 



SONG XI. 

THE RAIL ER S. 

Tune, — Ye Ladies who drive from the Smoke of the Town. 

BEhold on the brow the leaves play in the breeze, 

While Cattle calm feed in the vale ; 
The Church fpire tapering, points through the trees, 

As Lord of the hill and the dale. 

II. 

The playful Colts fkip after Dams to the brook, 

The Brook flow and filently glides ; 
The furface fo fmooth, and fo clear, if you look 

It reflects the gay green on it's fides. 

III. 
By his feather'd Seraglio in Farm-yard carefs'd, 

The King of the Walk dares to crow ; 
No Nabob, nor Nimrod, enflaving the eaft, 
Such prowefs with Beauty can fhew. 
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Beneath the dill Cow, Nancy prefTes the teat, 

Her face like the ruddy fac'd morn ; 
Loud ftrokes in the barn the ftrong Threfhers repeat, 

Or winnow for market the corn. 

V. 

Indoftrious, their Wives, at the doors of their cots, 
Sit fpinning, drefs'd cleanly, though coarfe, 

To their Babes, while unheeding the Traveller trots, 
They (hew the fine Man and his Horfe. 

VI. 

At the heels of the Steed bark the bafe village Whelps, 

Each Puppy rude echo beftirs ; 
Bat the Horfe, too high bred, bounds away from their yelps, 

Difregarding the clamour of Curs. 

VII. 

Illiberal Railers thus Envy betray, 

When Merit above them they view; 
But Genius difdains to turn out of his way, 

Or afford a reply to the Crew. 

VIII. 
To Contempt and Defpair, fuch Infanes we commit ; 

But to generous Rivals, a Toail, — 
May ricji Men reward honed Fellows of wit, — 

Here's a health to thoie Dunces hate moil. 



C 2 
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SONG XII. 



THE ARTISTS. 



Tone, — Tho' Man has long boafted an abfoluttfway* 



I. 

PRUDE Pallas obferv'd to the Demirep Queen, 

Dear Venus , what is it thefe Englifti folks mean ? 

Their Ifland is favour'd beyond other Ides, 

?Twas I gave them Sapience, and yon beftow'd Smiles ; 

Nay ev'ry Immortal a bounty has fent 'em, 

And yet, like crofs children, all this can't content 'em, 

II. 

The Goddefs of Grace, in love's foft filver tone, 

Reply'd " 'twas immenfe, immenfe odd me muft own'; 

•' Let us trip down to Earth, juft to fee the affair, 

" It is only through Atmofphere taking the ak ; 

* ' I've my Doves at the door, come, dear creature, with me ;'* 

Away in a Whirlwind they whifk'd — Vis a vis. 

III. 
From Council Jove mifs'd them, enquiring about, 
His feather-heel'd pod-boy difcover'd their rout ; 
Replies the iky ruler, " they've no bu/inefs there, 
" In Britain there always is beauty to fpare ; 
" And as to Dame IVi/dom, by Styx I aver, 
« While Fa&ion ftays with them they won't employ her. 
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IV. 

" Hade back with them Hermes ;" away flew the God, 
And the yielding clouds cut with his fnake twifted rod ; 
In London, from place to place, queftioning flew, 
Where is Wifdom ? but where, indeed nobody knew* 
He return'd with a tale, with a tale melancholy, 
That Wifdom elop*d into Scotland with Folly. 

V. 

" Where is Venus ?" quoth Mars, " Aye, my Wife liavt 

" you feen?" 
Cries the King of the Cyclops, " My Man-loving queen P % 
€t I left her employ 9 d with her Handmaids, the Graces, 
t€ By Science requejted to finijh his Faces : 
" Here's the name of each Genius with whom fie* s a guefi» 
" Reynolds, Gainsborough, Mortimer, Myiri, 

" Dance, Wist," 

VI. 

Vulcan vow'd he would fetch her, " You (han't, 

•• thunder'd Jove, 
" I encourage the Arts, and yon 9 Ifland I love ; 
" Into Fate I have look'd, and e'er long I can fee, 
" What Athens was once, my Britannia will be ; 
** So Lemnos be mute, Habe hand me the nectar, 
" Here's Great~Britain 9 s Artifts, and George their 

** Protector." 



«» 
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SONG XIII. 

THE DREAM. 

Tune, — Pujh about the brijk Bowl.. 

£> Y a whirlwind me thought I through JEiher was hurl'd, 

Eleftric 'noong Spirits of Air ; 
Upborn by the clouds, we fook'd down on the world, 

And odd exhibitions Jpy'd there. 

II. 

England's Genius was there, bearing Monarchy's crown, 

In proceflion round Liberty Hall ; 
la&ion ieiz'd her rich robe, Public Spirit pull'd down, 

And Folly hroad grinn'd at her fall. 

nr. 

In weather-houfe plac'd, to denote foul and fair, 

Two Figures keep veering about; 
So pageants we faw, and we fmilM at their glare, 

As they um'd, with the Times, in and out. 

* "■ " IV. 

The Mtthodijts, maft'd with Hypdcrijyi face, 

Anathemas* thunder'd aloud ; 
So Jacfe Pudding's Joke, with diftorted grimace, 

Benetting their Gudgeons, — the Crowd. 

V. 

Wit and Humour were there, drove from Dignity's door, 
That Stupidity** coach might have room ; 

Debauch we faw open Temptation's bafe ftore, 
And Diftaje taint Simplicity's bloom. 
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VI. 

Stubborn Will again ft Prudence was waging a fight, 

While Defire oppos'd Duty ftrong ; 
The Pajions confefs'd Reafon's Di&ates were right, 

Though themfelves ftill refolv'd to be wrong. 

VII. 
A wonderful Troop towards Wejlminjler bore ; 

What wonders there are 'rrtong mankind ? 
In gttt chariots Lawyers paraded before, 

On foot jfuftke fbllow'd behind. 

VIII. 
Church Preferments we faw — but refpe& fhall withiland 

The abufe that's poar'd forth on the Cloth ; 
Stock 'Jobbers and State/men we faw nand in hand, 
And Pride Hood at par between both. 

IX. 

r * * 

Cent per Cent had fate fiege to Integrity'* had* 

And Beauty was battering hh heart i 
Eafi India Socce/i ftruck Humility dead, 

And Title took Vanity'* part. 

X. 

Crafty Care and pule UJury, two fleepkfs hags, 
Wealth o'erwhelm'd, yet ontired with toil ; 

Their heir Diffipation we faw at their bags, 
With Flattery maring the fpoil. 

XI. 
The mytfries of Trade, — but no longer I'll dwell, 

On either the mighty or mean ; 
From an Emperor's court to a Penitent's cell* 

Life's all the fame laughable fcene. 
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XII. 
'Tis a pitiful piece, like a Farce in a Fair, 

Where fliew, noife, and nonfenfe mifrule, 
Where tinfel paradings, make Ignorance ftare, 

Where he who afts beft is the Fool. 



SONG XIV. 

INDEPENDENCY. 

Tune, — Tho 9 my drefs 9 as my manners, isjimplt and plain. 

-LiE T us laugh at the common diftin&ions of State, 
When merely from Title, men hold themfelves great; 
If Merit wins honours, the wearers we praife, 
But only the Mean, homage Heraldry's Blaze^ 

II. 

If you are a lineal defendant from Adam, 

Or Spoufe can collateral claim from his Madam ; 

O'er ^cres of parchment, tho' Pedigrees fpread, 

Boaft not how you're born Sir, but mew how you're bred. 

III. 

You Laurels difplay, which your forefathers won ; 
We allow they did great things, but what have you done ? 
The Cover, the Stubble, your conquefb proclaim, 
And your Country's preferv'd — by die Laws of the Game. 

IV. 

Ye Lords of large Manours, your flatt'rers difband, 
What are ye but tenants for life to the Land ; 
Your lakes, gardens, grots, temples, bulb, pictures, plate,. 
Are things of the Inn, where in Life's-ftage you bait. 
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v. 

Awhile you the labours of Luxury bear, 

'Till Time tells you out, to make room for your Heir ; 

The fame round of riot, he runs for his day, 

His fuccelfor's fummons, fends him the fame way. 

VI. 

But He who exiAs in Infinity's State, 
Whofe hand holds the Sun, and whofe Fiat is Fate ; 
To fome has fent power, to others gives wealth, * 
And to us, who are humble, his beft BleGing— Health. 

VII. 
To the Graces, we nightly, a facrifice make, 
Wit and Humour, the chairs, as our Toaft-mafters take; 
By fuch focial converfe, our time we improve, 
While Tendernefs lends us the daughters of Love. 

VIII. 
Jolly Welcome attends Hofpitality's call, 
Common Senfe is our Cat'rer in Liberty-Hall ; 
For one difh drefs'd there, all Court Treats we refign, • 
Keep your diflance, ye Kings ! independantwc dine* 



SONG XV. 

TOLL, LOLL, LOLL. 

Tune, — Black Joke. 

As one day at home in a maudlinifti mood, 
Like dull Porter Drinkers, I drowfily flood, 

Heavily humming out, Toll, loll, loll, loU. 

c 5 
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The Fair of my Fancy whifk'd into the room, 
All lovely ihe look'd, like a May morning's bloom ; 
Her form was, — bat forming a Simile's flat, 
Think all that yon can think, and (he was all that. 

I quickly left yawning, Toll, loll, loll, Sec. 

II. 

On a Sopha ihe funk, as if failing in ftrength, 
Then gracefully wanton, fell back at fall length, 

In attitude temptingly, toning Toll, loll. 
I begg*d for the Words, but her fmiling exprefs'd, 
What Words among friends ? try the Tune 'twill do bejt. 
'Twas a hint, and I inftantly 'rofe to her Wiihes, 
Fell into her arms, there ihe fed me with Rifles, 

For Kiffes are Symphonies, Toll, loll, &c. 

III. 
As if jaft awaken'd, inclining her head, 
Her eyes pleafure Sparkling, ihort fighing, (he faid, 
" How fweet is the found of Toll, loll* 
" All Art in Enjoyment's profane Affectation, 
" Pofleflion's true Pleafure, is prompt Inclination ; 
" When Souls in fweet Unifon, blend their Embraces, 
" Then, then, and then only, Love's gamut has Graces." 
Toll, Joll, loll &c. 

IV. 

It is Tafte at an Op'ra to Pantomime Pleafure, 
O'ercome by the magic of Harmony's meafure, 

And feem to expire with Toll, loll, loll, loll. 
But Nature's nice organs, have nobler fenfations, 
Not bodilefs founds, but corporeal vibrations ; 
In thefe dear Da Capos, both equal advancing, 
Elaftical Arteries full Chords are dancing, . 

Toll, loll, loll, &c- 



i 
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v. 

To pra&ife Love's leflbn exceeds all the fchools, 
Scarlatti and Handel, and fuch folks were fools, 

At Toll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll. 
They harmony made out of half Tones and whole, 
To lull lady's ears, but 'tis Love charms, the Soul j 
When lips to lip* tuning foft Symphonies tender* 
The heart beating Preludes, denote a furrender 

Of Toll, loll, loll, &c. 

VI. 
'Tis Mufic and Love, or the Mufic of loving, 
That only the life which we live for is proving, 

Toll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll. 
Though Int'reft makes Freedom pay Wedlock's expencei, 
Yet Love for Love leads up the Dance of the Senfes ; 
Where Jealoufy frights not, nor Folly is teazing, 
There may we enjoy the true pleafure of pleafing. 

Toll, loll, loll, &c. 



SONG 



XVI. 



TOLL, LOLL DE ROLL. 

Tune, — Let the Grave and the Gay. 

WHEN the Deity's word 
Throughout Chaos was heard, 

And in order up rofe this vail ball ; 
Land, Sea, and Sky rung 
With Creation's glad fong, 

If was then a fine— Toll, de roll, loll. 
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n. 

^ Jnconftant mankind 

r Could not keep in one mind, 

Bat into foal parties moil fall ; 
'Gainft Religion and State 
Rais'd a pother and prate, 

And made a fad — Toll de roll, loll. 

HI. 

On this lea-circled land, 
By great Nature's command, 

Freedom ftopp'd at Integrity's call > 
England's Genius appearM, 
In full chorus was heard, 

Lov'd Liberty's fong — Loll de roll. 

IV. 

On each diftant fhore 
We have fung it encore, 

And are ready, my lads, One and All, 
To found the fame ftrain, 
Tho' I think France and Spain 

Have enough of our— Loll de roll, loll. 

V. 

All the noife that our foes 
Took fuch pains to compofe, 

Not a Heart of Oak's ear could appal ; 
But the Dons and Mounfeers 
Were ftruck dumb with three cheers, 
r They're the Englifh Tar's Toll de roll, loll. 
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VI. 

At the place Minden nam'd, 
By the Britijh Foot fam'd, 

How glorious thofc days to recti; 
The French Folks advancing. 
Were ftopp'd in their dancing, 

And tumbled about— Loll de roll. 

VII. 

For this thing, or that, 
Toll de roll, comes in pat, 

Tis a Chorus 1*11 always extol; 
'Tis fuppos'd, not exprefs'd, 
Tis what each one likes beft, 

Then here's to the bed— Toll de roll, &c. 



song xvn. 

THE ORIGIN OF TOLL, LOLL, LOLL. 

Tune,— /f* one Day at Home in a Maudlinijh Mood* 

I'LL fing you a fong, and I'll fing all about it, 
Or in tune on out on't, you need not to doubt it, 

My tune is Toll, toll, toll, loll, loll. 
Stoccatos, Chromatics, Refts, Chrotchets, and Chords, 
Deep Tenors, fharp Trebles, with Fifths, Eighths, and 

Thirds, 
Are Sounds without Senfe ; Common Senfe come before us. 
So Silence each Solfa, let's Toll, toll, toll, chorus, 
< And nothing, but Toll, toll, toll, toll, toll. 
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II. 

If word-gnawing Critics grammatical bawl, 
Unde derivatur, Sir, this Toll, toll, toll ? 

" I anfwer, from Loll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll." 
And pray what is Loll, loll, loll, perge, quoth Pedant ? 
Profeclo, continues he, J never read orCt ; 
What part of Speech are you^ this Toll, loll, loll, making f 
€f The only part, fir, of the whole that's worth taking," 
Toll, loll, loll, Sec. 

III. 
The Verb which Love conjugates, Nature's the tutor, 
Both active and paifive, but fometimes ftands neuter, 

Toll, loll, loll, &c. 
When wantonly wifli'd for, optative Mood makes it ; 
When promised in future, Hope happily takes it. 
Of all Terminations refpe&ing the Tenfes, 
The prefent is always the beft for the Senfes. 

Toll, loll, loll, Sec. 

IV. 
But let us for once, tho' become (bmething ferious ; 
The Black Joke's a tune, that mayhap is mifterious, 

Who knows what is hid under Toll, loll, loll, loll. 
What is under, or in it, or what is about it, 
Perhaps has a meaning, perhaps is without it ; 
It may be thovght Wit, but that wou'd be wonder ; 
It may be a iingle, or double Entendre. 
Toll, loll, de roll, &c. 

V. 

You may, or perhaps you may not have read Hiftory, 
You may be Free-mafon'd, and underftand Miilery, 
Toll, loll, loll, loll, loll, is Loll, coll, toll, toll. , 
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If more may be made on't, I beg to know what. 
It may be, or mayn't be, it can, or cannot ; 
For how be it, hereby, (a be it, and Co forth, 
But good friends excufe me, indeed I nuft go forth. 
Toll, loll, de roll, Sec. 



SONG xvir. 
THE NABOB. 

Tune, — Ye Lovelies who never Inconftancy knew. 

I E makers of Nabobs who millions amafs, 

Eclipfing Nobility's train ; 
In pride of Profufion your Pageantries pafs, 

To your Worlhips a word, — don't be vain. 
Tho* Spoils of the Eaft, you exultingly view, 
Not a Reptile that crawls but is richer than you. 

II. 
Your fide boards may bend with fuperfluous weight, 

Your Breads the flant Ribbon may bind, 
You homage receive from the Paupers of State, • 

Weigh thefe 'gainft the Wealth of the Mind. 
An Inftinft unerring all animals boaft ; 
Lord- Man he has Reafon, and fo my Lord's loll. 

III. 
Can we wanton on waves in the deep troubled florm ? 

Can- the Board of Works, Beaver- like build ? 
Can ye Artifts contend with a tranfmigrate Worm ? 

Or fpider-like fail through the field ? 
Contempt mufl attend on Ambition's odd grafp, 
Who catches at Crowns, when he fhrinks from a Wafp. 
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IV. 
O'er Paffion can Beauty a conqoeft atchieve? 

Could Sampfon an Ague engage ? 
What Science can teach as the Art not to grieve * 

What Bribe is to bay off old Age ! 
What Opium can lull the Alarms of the Mind ! 
That fomething fo wakeful, which wakens mankind. 

V. 

In pompous down beds Guilt may labour to reft ; 

Back, Confcience the curtain will draw, 
To exhibit fuch fpe&res as harrow the Breaft. 

While Memory fharpens her faw : 
Humanity fighs at the fufferer's pains ; 
But Juftice proclaim'd, Thus I balance their Gains* 

VI. 
i Let us, as we ought, bid defiance to Knaves, 

And Briton-like (peak as we think ; 
Difgrace to the crew of Venality's flaves ; 

To honeft men — - Happinefs drink. 
Here's to Liberty, Lads, without Flatt'ry or Fear, 
And I hope I am pledg'd from the Heart by all here. 

SONG XIX. 

9 

TRUE BLUE. 

«!*■ 

h 

i Tune, — To all ye Ladies now at Land. 

1 HE cards were fent, the Mufes came, 

'Twas Ceres gave the feaft 
To Juno, Jove's majeftic dame, 
Fair Kobe hail'd each gueft. 
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With Phabus 9 Bacchus, wit and wine, 
Like man and wife, fhould focial fhinc. 

With I fall, lal, la. 

n. 

Th' Olympic Dance, Minerva wife. 

With graceful Heps mov'd round ; 
Blue was the fillet — like her eye*, 

Her fapient temples crown'd ; 
That girdle loofen'd, falling down, 
Buck Bacchus caught the azure Zone. 

III. 
Upon his bread the Ribbon plac'd, 

By Styx, avow'd the youth, 
What had the Throne of Wifdom gracM, 

Should grace the Seat of Truth: 
His robe he inilant open threw, 
And on his bofom beam'd True Blue. 

IV. 
" Kings, taught by me, (hall Garters give, 

" In Initiation's ihow ; 
" What Subjects merits fhould receive, 

" Their Monarchs fhould bellow. 
" This Symbol, lov'd, Celeftials view, 
" And ftamp your Sanctions on True Blue.'* 

V. 
The rofy God, Urttnia prais'd; 

The tuneful fillers join; 
The Sovereign of the Sky was pleas'd 

To conftellate the Sign. 
Along the Clouds, loud Paeans flew, 
Olympus join'd, and hail'd True Blue. 
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VI. 

This order Iris bore to earth, 

Minerva chargM die fair, 
Where firft (he found out Sons of worth, 

To leave the Ribbon there. 
From clime to clime fhe fearching flew, 
And in Hibernia left True Blue. 



SONG XX. 
DITTO. 

Tunc, — Mafks all. 

I. 

-LET thofe who love Helicon ftp at it's ftreomsv 
And chill'd by cold water, doze fpiritlcfa dreams \ 
No aid I'll invoke from a tea-drinking Mafe, 
But bumper me Bacchus to toaft the True Blues* 

Sing, tantararara True Blue. 

IT, 

No man-flaying hero's rafli deeds I rehearfe, 
Nor fadly (hall Strephon's fighs whine in my verfe | 
To friend (hip, *o freedom, this fonnet is due, 
And friend (hip and freedom become a True Blue* 

Iff. 

Wrong'd Nature to Newton from Dullnefs appeal'd, 
Mankind he enlighten'd, bright vifion reveal'd ; 
All colours examined, and found upon view 
One chief, one unchang'd, and he nara'd it True Blue. 
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IV. 

Kings, Statefmen, and Patriot*, illu&rious chn& 

The flant azure bandage, the mark of True Blues ; 

To Britain's chief knighthood the Garter is due, 

And that honour'd Ribbon is (potlefs True Blue. » .» 

v. 

To furnifh, with Science, the Tons of the earth, 

Olympus the goddefs of Wifilom brboght forth ; 

Her eyes, Paris own'd, were. the brightest he knew, J 

And their luftre, qooth Homer, is fparkling True Blue* 

VI. n 

In fpring, when Creation her bloflbms refumes, *• 

And field- flowers fin the rich air with perfumes ; 
What fky-colonr, tell me, the fun bell looks through r 
The atmofphere'-c cleareft when clouds' are True BtuU 

VII, 

• • • 

To fully that ftandard etch ficfal dififabr, 
The tint of True Woe bids defiance to ftaxni ; 
On the breaft of each Brother the Ribbon we riew, 
Which (hews, that at heart he is pore and True Blue. 

VIII. 
When Liberty lingVing, Hlbernia quits, 
And Honour to paflive Obedience fubmitsi 
Public Spirit to Ireland then bids adieu, 
Adieu, Lads to life then, then farewell Tru$ Blu§* 
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S O -N G XXI. 

THE WINE VAULT. 

Tone, — The Hounds arc all out, 

v^Ontented I am, and contented I'll be, 

For what can this world more afford, 
Than a Lais who will fociably fit on my knee, 

And a Cellar as fociably ftor'd, 

My brave boyi. 
II. 
My Vault door is open* defcend cv'ry guefi; 

Try that cafk — aye, that cafk we will try; 
'Tis as fweet as the lips of your love to the tafte, 

And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. 

HI. 
In a piece of flit hoop, fee my candle is frack, 

Twill light as each bottle to hand 3 
The foot of my glafs for the parpofe I broke. 

As I hate that a bumper fhould ftand. 

IV. 

Aftride on a bntt t as a butt (boold be ftrod, 

I gallop the bruiher along ; 
Like grape bleffing Bacchus, the good fellow's God, 

And a Sentiment give, or a Song. 

V. 

We are dry where we fit, though the oozing drops feem 
With pearls the moift walls to embofs ; 

From the arch, dofky cobwebs in gothic tafle ftream 
Like ftuccO'Work cut out of mofs. 
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VI. 
When the lamp is brimful how the taper flame Alines, 

Which when moifture is wanting decays ; 
Replenish the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elfe there's an end of my blaze. 

VII. 
Sound thofe Pipes, they're in tone, and thofe Bins are 
well fill'd, 
View that heap of Old Hock in your rear ; 
Yon bottles of Burgundy ! mark how they're pil'd. 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 

VIII. 
My cellar's my camp, and my foldiers my flaiks, 

All glorioufly rang'd in review ; 
When I call my eyes round I confider my calks 
As kingdoms I've yet to fubdue. 

IX. 
Like Macedon's Madman my glafs I'll enjoy, 

Defying hyp, gravel, or gout ; 
He cry'd when he had no more worlds to deflroy, 
I'll weep when my liquor is out. 

X. 

On their flumps fome have fought, and as ftoutly will I, 

When reeling, I roll on the floor ; 
Then my legs muft be loft, fo I'll drink as I lie, 

And dare the bed Buck, to do more. 

XI. 
Tis my will when I die, not a tear (hall be fhed, 

No Hie Jactt be cut on my ftone ; 

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 

And fay that His drinking is done. 

My brave boys* 



< ■ < 
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J? S O N G XXII. 

A PASTORAL. 

Tune, — Dejpairlng befide a clear Stream* 

U Y the fide of a green Magnate pool, 

Brick-duft Nan fhe fat fcratching her head, 
Black matted locks frizzed her fkull, 
As bridles the hedge-hog befpread ; 
$t The wind tofs'd her tatters abroad, 

'.- Her afhy-bronz'd-beauties reveal'd; 

r] A link boy to her, through the mud, 

p Bare-footed, flew over the field. 

h H. 

fc As vermin on vermin delight, 

vl As carrion bells fuits the crow's tafle, 

** So beggars and bunters unite, 

* And fwine-like on dirt make a feaft: 

•* To a Hottentot offals have charms, 

With garbage their bofoms they deck; 
She fluttifhly open'd her arms, 
He filthily fell on her neck. 

III. 
On her flabby breads one hand he plac'd, 

No towels thofe breads ever teaze, 
Faft grip'd with the other her .ftays-wanting-waid ; 

Like ladies, fhe drefs'd for her eafe : 
Jack drew forth his quid, and he fwore, 

Then his lower lip, charg'd to the brim* 
He fcouPd, like a lewd grunting boar, 



i 



m Ana 1 fquinting, fhe leer'd upon him. 
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IV. 

«' Oh, n*y love, thof I cannot well jaw,'* 

This plyer at playhoufe began, 
«« No* tpbacco's fo fweet to the chaw, 

" 4$ tP Wfc «, the lips of my Nan :'• 
I my Jack, cries the mad-coloured fhe, 

And gave him fome rib-fqueeziog hugs. 
In a drift hole ril cuddle with tluc, 

Aye 9 blafi me f though bit by the bugs* 

V. 

Full as black as them fe Ives, now the fky 

To the Couth of the hemifphere lour'd, 
To finifh love's feaft in the dry, 

To a liable they haftily fcour'd ; 
While hungry rats round them explored, 

And cobwebs their canopy grace, 
Undaunted on litter they fnor'd, 

Fatigu'd with dirt, drink, and embrace. 



SONG XX1IL 

EXTRAVAGANZA. 

Tune, — Pan's Song in Midas* 

NOT one of the wife men, though ever fo knowing, 
Can ftop the heart's dancing, when fancy is flowing, 
Dame Caution may dodge us, hut quickly well breathe her, 
And high over earth boys, break cover in jEthcr. 

Toll, loll. ' 
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II. 

How then (hall we laugh at each fublunar fyftem. 
And prove to liar-peepers how much they have mift 'em. 
We'll hob nob with Saturn, his cellar will charm us, 
And hand in hand ran round his girdle to warm nt. 

IIL 
In tangents fly off, and to Jupiter hurry, 
Afk Majefly's leave with his moons to be merry ; 
On Captain Mars call, from the Spheres get a tune, 
Send the North Star a card, by the Man in the Moon. 

IV. 
On Mercury mount, make a Comet poftilion, 
With Demirep Venus then dance a cotillion ; 
Her He/per and Vefper, you know their vocation, 
They rife and fet juft like the ftate of the nation. 

V. 

But now to talk more like a two-legg'd terreftrial. 
Awhile we'll leave fancying this gallop celeftial: 
Suppofe foxne dear girl her appointment was keeping, 
And pat pat up (lairs, you fir ft heard her feet tripping. 

VI. 
Or when down the dark walk the (ilk gown comes ruftling, 
How each fenfe is hurry'd, from head to heel buflling ; 
Unbounded as mad expectation can fancy, 
'Tis pleafure's (harp fury, Love's Extravaganzy. 

VII. 

We fill up our time, by full filling our glafles, 
And jollily laughing with love-looking lafTes ; 
Our bumpers difcharging, then charge to our wiihes, 
Prefent and give fire in volleys of kifles. 



ifUaLth/.. 
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VIII. 
But we'll have no more now of Roundelays rattling, 
Of chiming and rhiming, of tittling and tattling. 
This iinging or faying may pleafe, I don't doabt it ; 
Bat here's to the mouth that makes no words about it. 



SONG XXIV. 

TIME'S DEFEAT. 

Tune, — Cupid fent on an Errand, &c • 

\J N E evening Good Humour took Wit as his gueft, 
By Friendjhip invited to Gratitude's feaft ; 
Their liquor was Claret, and Love was their hoft, 
Laugh, fong, and droll Sentiment, garnifti'd each toaft. 

II. 

While Freedom and Fancy enlarg'd the defign, 
And dainties were furniih'd by Love, Wit, and Wine, 
Alarm'd, they all heard at the door a loud knock, 
A watchman hoarfe bawling, 'Tzvas paft Twelve u'ChJi* 

III. 
They nhnbly ran down, the difturbing dog found, 
And up flairs they brought the impertinent hound ; 
When dragg'd to the light, how much were they plcas'd 
To fee 'twas the Grey-glutton Time they had feiz'd. 

IV. 
His Glafs as his Lan thorn, his Scythe as his Pole, 
And his {ingle Lock dangled adown his fmooth Skull ; 
My friends, quoth he, panting, I thought fit to knock, 

And bid ye b# gone, for 'tis pajl Twelve o'clock. 

D 
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V. 

Says the Venom* d-Tooth'd-Savage 9 on this maxim fix, 
Tho' Nature ftrikes twelve, Folly ftill points to fix ; 
Jie longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it, 
So horry'd him into a Hograead of Claret. 

VL 

Wit obferved it was right, while we're yet in our prime. 
There is nothing like Claret for killing .of Time ; 
Love, laughing reply'd, I am pleas'd from my heart, 
He can't come and put us in mind we mult part. 

VII. 
This intruder, rude Time, though a tyrant long known, 
By Love , Wit, and Wine can be only o'erthrown ; 
If hereafter he's wanted on any defign, 
He'll always be found in a Hogfhead of Wine. 

VIII. 

Since Time is confin'd to our Wine, let us think 
By this rule we are fure of our Time when we drink ; 
Henceforth, let our glafles with bumpers be prim'd, 
We're certain our drinking mull now be well tinCd* 



SONG XXV. 

THE BRITON, 

Tune,— All you who wou'd wijhiofucceed with a Lafs* 

FROM the face of the Sun, fee the Mifts difappear, 

Refplendent his beams brighten Day ; 
The Highlands, the Trees, and Hill -tops are clear, 

'Tis the pride of the year, it is May. 
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ir. 

The Hare ftarts away, Pufs difturb'd from her feat 
Flies frighted, and doubles the Wold, 

How plaintive the Sheep their loud echoes repeat, 
Becaufe not yet firee'd from the Fold, 

IIL 
*Tis Liberty's language, the voice of the foul, 

Throughout Air, upon Earth, in. Jnp Sea ; 
From us unto where the moft diftant Worlds roll, 

What Animal wou'd not be free ? 

IV. 
Let us live while we're free ; but when Liberty wane* 

Life is but imprifoning breath ; 
As Haves fliall we figh, or efcape from our chains, 

And follow our Freedom to death. 

v. 

We dare, even dying, our birthrights defend, 

Our lad (hall be Liberty's call ; 
Like Sampfon, we'll nobly exiftency end, 

And our Tyrants o'erwhelm with our fall. 

VI. 

Good fubjects will Government ever obey, 

Into air tofs Malignity's tale ; 
But Honour forbid, Fraud ihou'd e'er come in play. 

And England be fet up to fale. 

VIL 

While Will without Law, fcourges Gallia's coaft, 

Let us, in our honefty bold, 
Firfl drink to the King's health, — then add to the toaftv 

May Englifhmen fcorn to be fold. 

D 2 
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SONG XXVL 

THE TRIO. 

Tone, — Ye Fair pofefs'd of ev'ry Charm. 

JVlT, Love, and Reputation walkM 

One ev'ning ont of town, 
They fung, they laugh'd, they toy'd, they talk'd 

'Till night' came darkling on. 
Love wilful needs wou'd be their guide, 

And fmil'd at lofs of day. 
On her the kindred pair relied, 

And loft with her their way. 

Damp fell the dew, the wind blew cold, 

All bleak the barren moor. 
Acrofs they toil'd, when Love, grown bold, 

KnockM loud at Labour's door. 
Awhile within the reed-roof 'd cot 

They flood, and ftar'd at Care, 
Bat long cea'd not endare the fpot, 

For Poverty was there. 

III. 
The Twain propos'd next morn to part, 

And travel different ways ; 
Quoth Love, I foon (hall find a Heart ; 

Wit went to look for Praife ; 
Bat Reputation, fighing, fpoke, 

«« Tis better we agree, 
u Though Love may laugh, and Wit may joke, 

« Yet friends take care of me. 
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IV. 

** Without me Beauty wins no Heart, 

« Without me Wit is vain ; 
<< If, headftrong, here with me you part, 

" We ne'er can meet again. 
" Of me you both (hou'd take great care, 

" And fhun the rambling plan, 
" No calling back, my friends, I'll bear, 

'• So keep, me while you can." 

V. 
Loiit ftopt among the village youth, 

Expecting to be crown 'd, 
Enquiring for her brother Truth, 

But Truth was never found. 
She fought in vain, for Love was blind, 

And Hate her guidance croft ; 
'Tis faid, fince Truth (he cou'd not find, 

That Love herfelf is loft. 



SONG XXVII. 

THE END- 

Tune,— The Fool who is wealthy is Jure of a Bride:, 

I. 

PA PI LI O the rich, in the hurry of love,, 
Refolving to wed, to fair Arabell drove ; 
He made his propofals, he begg'd (he won'd Bx r 
What maid cou'd fay no to a new Coach-and-fix I 

D 3 
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II. 

We'll fuppofe they were wed, the guefls bid, {upper done* 
The fond pair in bed, and the flocking was thrown ; 
The Bride lay expecting to* what this wou'd tend. 
Since created a wife, wifti'd to know for what end. 

III. 

On the velvet peach oft, as the gaudy fly refts, 

The Bridegroom's lips flopp'd, on Love's pillows, her 

breads. 
All amazement, impaflive, the heart-heaving fair, 
With a iigh feem'd to prompt him, don't jlay too long there* 

IV. 

Round her waift, and round fuch a waift circling his arms, 
He raptures rehears'd on her unpoilefs'd charms. 
Says the fair one, and gap'd, I hear all you pretendj 
But now, for I'm fleepy, pray come to an end. 

V. 

My love ne'er fhall end, 'Squire Shadow reply'd, 
But Hill, unaftempting, lay ftretch'd at her fid*. 
She made feints, as if fomething fhe meant to defend, 
But found out, at laft, it was all to no end. 

vr. 

In difdain flatting up from the impotent boy, 
She, fighing, pronoune'd, there's an end of my joy. 
Then refolv'd this advice to her fex (he wou'd fend, 
Ne'er to wed ''till they're fure they can wed to fome end. 

•VII. 
And which end is that ? why the end which prevails, 
Ploughs, (hips, birds, and times, are fteer'd by their Tails* 
And though man and wife for the Head may contend, 
I'm fure they're bed pieas'd when they gain t'other end. 
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vur. 

The end of our withes, the end of our wives, 

The end of our loves, and the end of our lives, 
The end of conjunction 'twixt miftrefs and male, 
Tho* the Head may deflgn,"has its end in the TaiL 

IX. 
'Tis time tho' to finifh, if ought I intend, 
Left, like a bad hufband, I come to no end : 
The ending I mean is what none will think wrong, 
And that is, to make now an end of my fong. 



SONG xxvm. 
CASTLES' IN AIR. 

Tune,— *The Lafs who wou'd know how to manage a Man, 

I F I was ft wit, like a wit Pd prefume, 

But no Mufe beckon down from the Iky. 

I had rather go up— fo old Pindar the groom 
Bring Pegafus out, and PU fly, 

n. 

Take a leap from the land, gallop atmofphere o'er, 
The man in ths moon how hell ftare ! 

When I ftart for the pole, PU go off upon fcore, 

And clear ev'ry Caftle in Air. - - ' *■ 

IIL 
Thofe caftles are built by Dependency** dreams, 

Poor Vanity* s bubble the bafe. 
Pale promife-pin'd Hope, as the architect fchemes, 
They're furnifti'd by folks out of place. 

D 4 
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IV. 

If the nod of a Courtier oar cringing ihou'd crows, 

Or bit by a fmile from the fair, 
Self-confequence fwell'd, we difdain to look down, 

So look up — to a Caftle in Air. 

V. 

My country I'll ferve, my condiments defend — 

On their honour thus candidates fwear* 
But fix'd in their (eat, wou'd you look for your friend, 

He is loft — • in a Caftle of Air* 

VI. 
What man in his fenfes of puffs wou'd be proud, 

Or covet the multitude's flare ? 
What ufe have the fhouts of Venality's crowd I 

But eredting— a Caftle in Air. 

VII. 

As to Genius, or Learning, or Science ; — • fuch names 
Are frights to make fine breeding flare. 

Dijfipation at prefent fuch title difclaims, 

They're faid to be — Caftles in Air. 

VIII. 
Wife men fcom the Eaft — you indeed ev'ry day 

Can count out your orient glare. 
Hark forward ye Nimrods, a NaboHs your play, 

A Nabob's —no Caftle in Air. 

ix. . - 

Till Death JhaU us part. I'll be conftant I vow, 
This, too oft, is the phrafe of the Fair, 

But fome Ladies minds are — one cannot tell how — 
Not better — than Caftles in Air. 
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x. 

# 

'Till Death ! — How appalling mail that fentence be r 
What looks then the proudeft muft wear ? 

When all the land left them, is fix feet by three, 
Their Caftlt— but out of the Air. 

XI. 

Too late they perceive, that they've time mifemploy'd 

To be ftar'd at, or only to Hare ; 
That they've liv'd to their lofs, as each day was deftroy'd 

Ere&ing — new CaJiUs in Air. 

XII. 
The Grave — but too grave is not fit for our plan, 

Which is neither to doat nor defpair. 
While we live, let us live, making life all we can : 

Then a Bg for*- each CaftU in Air. 



SONG XXIX. 

REPENTANCE. 

Tune, — In April when Primrofet paint theftoeet Plain. 

1 HE dictates of Nature prove fchool knowledge weak; 
" Does not Inftinft beyond all the orators fpeak ? 
" From their parts of fpecch we'll not borrow one part, 
" Our lips, without words, find the way to the heart.' 9 

II. 

Thus as laft night I fung, with my lafs on my knee, 
Methought one below, hoarfe enquired for me ; 
We liflen'd and heard him, his breathing. feem'd ftanr, 
And up flairs he ftepp'd with althmatical pant. 

I>5 
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in. 

'The door op'ning wide, folua entered the fprite, 
Black and all black his drefs, fable emblem of Night. 
His livid lips quivered, pronouncing my name. 
And, head and flaiF fluking, declar'd me to blame. 

IV. 

Rtptnta.nct (quoth he) won't admit of ddays, 
I infift, from this moment, you alter your ways* 
As I ftar'd at him, flily my bottle I hid, 
Then puncVally promised to do as he bid. 

V. 

With unkerchicf'd neck, fparkling eyes, and loofe hair, 
Her gown, tingle pinn'd, burft from clofet my fair, 
There (he fled when the fright firft appeared in the room, 
Then fell at his feet in the health of Love's bloom. 

VI. 

So graceful me knelt, and fo tender her tone, 
Then fhe fent fuch a look, Silver-beard was her own. 
I faw his eyes twinkle, blood flatter'd his face, 
He fondly, though feebly, efTay'd an embrace. 

VII. 
I left them, and, juft as I fancy'd, the churl 
Made a ftrengthlefs attempt to be rude with my girl ; 
She (hriek'd, I rufli'd in as he ftrove to efcape, 
And the Watch took Rtptntance away for a rape . 

VIIL 
Ever fince when we wanton in rapt'rous embrace, 
The reproach-bearing-wretch dares not /hew us his face- 
May each fond of each, thus enjoyment improve, 
Be henceforth Rtptntance a ftranger to Lovt. 
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SONG XXX. 

ELIXIR L ' ARGENT. 

Tune, — Pretty Peggy of Windfer. 

I. 

1 HO' with puffs daily papers are cramm'd, Sir, 

With antidotes for ev'ry ail, 

I'll (hew a fpecific not (hamm'd, Sir, 

A Noftrum which never can fail. 

The Drop and Pill 

May heal or kill, 

As Doctors on Ooctors have done; 

But fnug and Aire, 

To work a cure, 
Apply th* Elixir I 9 Argent, 

II. 

For weak confciences 'tis an Emetic; 

A Rejiorative for a loft fame; 
If fear gravels you, this Diuretic 
Difcharges each fymptom of ihame* 
Like Achilles from Styx, 
No wound will fix 
When this Unguentum is on. 
Nay, chufe to anoint 
Ev'n Juftice's point, 
*Tis blunt by Elixir V Argent. 

D 6 
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nr. 

Tis a Stiptic to flop maidens fcruples* 

An Opiate makes jealoufy reft ; 
'Tis a Lecture where all men are pupils, 
Art and fcience without it a jeft. 
Be witty, be wife, 
Win Learing's prize, 
This Recipe want you're undone : 
Merit vainly may drive, 
No genius can thrive, 
But the genius who gets the V Argent. 

IV. 
His Honour demurs to a hearing, 
The Agent demurs to his plan, 
The witnefs demurs to his fwearing, 
And Madam demurs to her man ; 
Yet each fick breaft 
Demurs digeft, 
Secundum artem they're gone, 
When a Quantum fuff. 
Is took of the fluff, 
Elixir nouveau de V Argent. 

V. 
When ficknefs voluptuofnefs feizes, 

The medical corps in array, 
Sword by fide take the field 'gainft difeafes* 
And, Swifs-like, give battle for pay. 
Not a word of Self, 
Accepting the pelf, 
That leflbn the learned ne'er con, 
But faith we're flamm'd, 
We might dye and be damn'd, 
But for our Elixir VArgtnU 
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SONG XXXI. 

GAMING. 

Tune, -* Ye Virgins of Britain who wifely attend, 

I. 

Li A ST night I attended at Robinhcod's Group, 
Where five-minute-orators keep the thing up ; 
Where Politics, Phyfic, Wit, Humour, and Learning, 
May hear things to wonder at pail their difcerning. 

II. 

Quoth a Speaker, applying a pinch to his nofe, 

As flowly, like tragedy ghoft, he arofe, 

The Methodift Preachers began our feduclion, 

And Gamefters and Gambling compleat our dejlruftion* 

in. 

Young Knowell upftarting, reply'd, with a fneer, 
" Mr. Preiident, really that gentleman's queer ; 
" He rails againft Gamefters, yet, this may be faid, 
" He wou'd have been one, but he wanted a head. 

IV. 

" And now I am up, and my minutes go on, 

That I prove him a fool, why, I'll hold two to one. 
Thefe cavillers don't know the things they're abufing, 

*' What's all's the world after, but winning and lofing? 

V. 

" I forgive all he knows, and I dare him to fay, 
44 , If he wou'd, or wou'd not have the beft of the lay. 
" Honeft people I love, but I never heard yet, 
" Of the fiat who would chufe the wrong fide of a Bett. 



it 
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VI. 
•' Life's like Hazard-playing, we all wifli to win, 
" And he muft have luck, to be Aire, who throws in. 
" 'Tis the ftatefman who fets, his friends nick their places, 
" And thofe 'gainft the court are fuppos'd to throw Aces. 

VII. 
«' On the turf we perhaps may have Cunning's Affiftance, 
ts But Weiiminfter-ball gives Newmarket a diftance. 
" By crofting and joftling this land may be loft, 
" And Liberty run on the wrong fide the Poft. 

VIII. 
*' I abjure each expreflion wou'd hurt Ladies fame, 
" JBut will they not ajl play the belt of the game ? 
•' To be fure trade's a virtue, and gaming a vice, 
" Yet fraudulent bankrupts are worfe than falfe due. 

IX. 

" If our betters x will play, and playfellows effceem us, 
• l Cum monitor ludit nos quoque ludcmus, 
" Don't blame him who wins, rather laugh at the lofer, 
" We only take fortune from thofe who abufe her. 

X. 

" If a Lord loves a Gamefter's life, is it abfurd 
" For a Gamefter to take up the life of a Lord ? 
" Whether Lord, or what elfe, 'tis a matter of mirth, 
" What fignify's title, Sir, What are you worth ?" 

.xi: 

The hammer went down, Knowell filent became, 
And henceforth we'll honour the bed of the game* 
So here goes a Main, here the Cafter muft win, 
We drink to the lucky, who hold longed in. 
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SONG XXXII. 

THE JOLLY SOUL. 

Tune, *— The Wine Vault. 

VsOME Liberty, damme" boys, but we'll be free, 
Tho' Care kilPd a cat, what care I ? 

I'll hold fix to four, only fay done to me, 
Like a Soul I have liv'd, and Til die, 

My brave boys. 

They fent me to college, I didn't mind that, 
To teach me to preach and to pray ; 

I wouldn't be humm'd, I faw what they were at, 
So my eye upon all they can fay* 

III. 
As to pulpit palaver, why, that's all a flam* 

No prieftcraft fhall e'er do for me* 
J will, or I won't, a free agent I am, 

And I'll only believe what I fee* 

IV. 

May lovers of Claret, aye, Claret's the thing. 

To drink it without any tax ; 
I don't mind the bother 'bout Subject and King, 

But cuftom«£ree that's all / ax. 

V. 

If Clergy, and Commons, and Lords will but join, 

Our national debts to pay off, 
And let us free Gratis have women and wine, 

Why then we may do well enough. 
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VI. 

In half-pints the Parla'ment-houfe then 111 toaft. 
And George too, upon my bare knee; 

I don't care which tide, or if none rale the roaft, 
So I've bnt my fun and am free. 

VII. 
But now they're fad times, for our freedom is gone. 

Since we to bumbailiffs fubmit ; 
Bill o' Rights ! damn all bills, for the nation's undone 

By that General Warrant, a Writ. 

VIII. 
We muft be made (laves if they don't put a Hop 

To Lawyers, the Juftice, and all ; 
For if in Old England we don't keep it up, 

Why then, to be fare, it muft fall. 

IX. 

When I dye— but that's queer— and to think on't is dull, 

So as to this here, or that tlurc, 
Let me go where I will, if my bottle is full, 

And I get but a girl, I don't care. 

X. 

If Matter Death thrufts himfelf into my room, 

They tell me, he always makes free, 
I'll try if I can't tip Old Boney a hum, 

If not, why, may-hap he hums me. 

XI. 
As I told you before, I'm refolv'd not to think, 

So I cannot a Sentiment give, 
However, my fouls, while we live let us drink, 
Becaufe while we're drinking we live, 

My brave boys. 
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song xxxin. 

TO-DAY AND TO-NIGHT. 

Tune, — - What a Blockhead is he who's afraid to die poor* 

I. 

JVUby-finger'd Aurora, fair Lady of Light, 
From faffron robes fluking the laft fhade of Night, 
Call'd PhabuSf who blefs'd with his fea-beauty's boon, 
Slow awoke, Thetis vow'd, 'twas immeiifely toofoon. 

n. 

Above the horizon his beams, circling, fpread 

The grey dappled clouds, fring'd tranfparent with red* 

The breezy air rich with the odours of May, 

While birds on the boughs chirp'd and fung all the day, 

III. 
Shall man, moft oblig'd, offer lefs to that pow'r 
By whom he's endow'd, to enjoy ev'ry hour I 
Yes,— pride-born Ingratitude never will pay 
The thanks which are due for the gift of To-day. 

IV. 
No,-— To-morrow's the thing ; To-morrow ! Sloth cries — » 
To-morrow's the fhadow which ev'ry day flies. 
Death Yefierday call'd in his fools — and, To-day 9 
'Tis not fix to four but we're had the fame way. 

V. 

We muft laugh when we look on Time-killer's diftrefs, 
Who drefs, dine, and daudle — dine, dauble, and drefs. 
In one fenfelefs faunter dream Day and Night through, 
Having nothing to fay, and — nothing to do. 
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VI. 

As for thinking To-day, 'tis abfurd to begin : 
A head fine frizzur'd wants no finifh within. 
To-morrow 9 s the wild-goofe at which they take aim, 
A mouthful of moonfhine they get for their game. 

VIL 
Lut us, lads, depend on Life's plain-dealing plan, 
Not kill Time, bat keep all alive while we can. 
Day and Night too, our welcome to Beauty we'll pay, 
Love equal expedb both good Night and good Day. 

VIII. 
To Night be my fbng then, — I honour its (hades ; 
Fall fertile ye vapours, make Mothers of Maids. 
.To the end of each Day be our doings upright, 
May all do the btft thing they can do To-nigJU. 



SONG XXXIV. 

TO DRINK. 

Tune, — Guildford Stile. 

WHEN Prudence declaims how time paiTes, 

Cou'd we tempt Mr. Chronos to ftay, 
While we're bump'ring a round of our lafles, 
We wou'd wait upon all he cou'd fay. 
But is it worth while 
Through books to toil, 
< In troubling our heads how to think ? 
Thought ne'er was defign'd 
To puzzle the mind, 
Let us only mind how we drink. 
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ii. 

There was Solomon, one of the wife kings, 

When paft it, began to complain : 
He affe&ed at lad to defpife things 
Becaafe his was labour in vain ; 
But ufed to fay, 
There's time to play, 
To labour, to love, and to think ; 
Let thole in their prime 
Remember the time, 
At prefent 'tis time we fhou'd drink. 

HI. 

A pox on Reflexion, be jolly, 

Difpaffionate Cynics defpife, 
Pid you once know the raptures of folly* 
Xou never would wifh to be wife* . 
I fcorn the plans 
Sobriety fcans, 
From bumpers I never will (brink ; 
By the bnfy in trade 
Be Cent, per Cent, made, 
'Tis Cent, per Cent, better to drink. 



SONG XXXV. 

KISSING. 

Tune, — In purfuit of fomc Lambs from my Flocks that 

had Jlray'd. 

Y £ delicate lovelies, with leave, I maintain 

That happinefs here you may find. 
To yourfelves I appeal, for Felicity's reign, 

When you meet with a man to your mind. 
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When Gratitude friendship to fondnefs unites, 

Inexpreffive endearments arife : 
Then hopes, fears, and fancies, Grange doubts, and delights* 

Are announced by thofe tell tales, the eyes. 

HI. 
Thofe technical terms, in the fcience of Love, 

Cold fchoolmen attempt to defcribe, 
But how fhould they paint what they never can prove ? 

For Tendernefs knows not their tribe. 

IV. 
Of all the abufe on enjoyment that's thrown. 

The treatment Love takes mod amifs, 
Is the rant of the coxcomb, the fot, and the down, 

Who pretend to indulge on a Kifs. 

V. 
The love of a fribble at felf only aims : 

Sots and clowns — let us clafs with the beads i 
No fibre, no atom, have they in their frames, 

To relifh fuch delicate feafts. 

VL 

In circling embraces, when lips to lips move, 

Defcription, oh ! teach me to praife 
The Overture Kiss to th* Opera of Love — 

Bat Beauty wou'd laugh at the phrafe. 

VII. 
Love's preludes are Rifles, and, after the play,. 

They fill up the paufe of delight. 
The rich repetitions, which never decay ; 

The Lip's filen* language at night 
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vni. 

The raptures of Kissing we only can tafte, 

When fympathies equal infpire ; 
And while to enjoyment, unbounded, we hafte, 

Their breath blows the coals of defire. 

IX. 
Again, and «gain, and again Beauty lips ; 

What feelings thefe prefliires excite ? 
When fleeting life's itapp'd by a kifs of the lips, 

Then finks in a figh of delight. 

MORAL. 

Whilft onr glafles we kifs, and we frolick at eafe, 
Of Happinefs ne'er may we mifs ; 

May we live as we lift, may we kifs whom we pleafe, 
And may we ftill pleafe whom we kifs. 



SONG XXXVI. 

BARTLEME FAIR, 

Tune, — » Young Strtphon he went t'other day to the Wake* 

I. 

"WHILE gentlefolks ftrut in their filver and fattins, 

We poor folks that tramp it in ftraw hats and pattens, 

As merrily Old Englifh ballads can fing-o, 

As they in their opperores outlandiih ling— o ; 

Calling out, bravo, encoro, and caro, 

Tho'f I will fing nothing but Bartleme Fair-o. 



■ 
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II. 

Here firft of all, crowds againft other crowds driving, 
Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary driving ; 
Here's fiddling and fluting, and (houting and ihrieking, 
Fifes, trumpets, drums, bag-pipes, and barrow-girls 
fqueakjng. 

My rare round and found, here's choice of fine ware— o, 
Though all is not found, bought at Bartleme Fair— o. 

III. 

Here are drolls, hornpipe dancing, and ihewing of poflures ; 
Plum-porridge, black puddings, and op'ning of oyfters ; 
The tap-houfe guefb fwearing, and gall'ry folks fquawling, 
With fait- boxes, folos, and mouth-pieces bawling; 
Pimps, pick-pockets, droller*, fat landladies, failors, 
Bawds, bullies, jilts, jockies, thieves, tumblers, and taylors. 

IV. 

Here's Punch's whole play of the gunpowder-plot, Sir, 
Wild beads all alive, and peafe- porridge hot, Sir : 
Fine faufages fry'd, and the Black on the wire ; 
The whole court of France, and nice pig at the fire. 
The-ups-and-downs, who'll take a feat in the chair--o. 
There are more ups-and-downs than at Bartleme Fair- o. 

V. 

Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall dromedary, 
The chaife without horfes, and Queen of Hungary ; 
The merry-go-rounds, come who rides, come who rides ; 
Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, fire-eating befides ; 
The fam'd learned dog that can tell all his letters, 
And fome men, as fcholars, are not much his betters. 



1 
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VI. 
This world's a wide fair, where we ramble 'mong gay things $ 
Our paflions, like children, are tempted by play- things; 
By found and by (hew, by trafh and by trumpery, 
The fal-lals of fajhion, and Frenchify'd frumpery. 
Life is but a droll, rather wretched than rare--o, 
And thus ends the ballad of fiartleme Fair»o. 



S O N G. 



XXXVII. 



RURAL FELICITY. 

Tune, — On Market-day laft, I remember the time. 

I. 

J-jET court lovers pay adoration to crowns, 

That man is a monarch for me, 
Who cheerful improves the few acres he owns, 

Unenvying, indultrious, and free. 

II. 
At night, in high health, from his labour he refts, 

His houfhold fit round in a row, 
Wife, children, and fervants, domeflical guefls, 

Such circles in town can ye Ihew ? 

III. 
He fmiles on his babes, as fome drive for his knee, 

And fome to their mother's neck cling, 
While playful the prattlers for place difagree, 

The roof with their thrill trebles ring. 
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IV. 
Thofe Cynics who brood o'er a Angle life's fpleen. 

The offspring they have dare not own, 
But happy-wed pairs can enjoy the fond fcene 

To you wretched mortals unknown, 

V. 

His dame the good man of the houfe thus addrefi'd : — 

Twasfo with us when we were young. 
Her hand within his he with gentlenefs prefs'd, 

While fentiment prompted his tongue, 

VI. 

I remember the day of my falling in love, 

How fearful I frft came to woo ; 
I hope that thefe boys mil as true-hearted prove, 

And our laffes, my dear, look like you. 

VII. 
A tear of joy darting, he kifs'd from her cheek, 

Love gratefully glowing her face, 
Too full her fond heart, not a word cou'd fhe fpealc, 

But, fighing, retum'd his embrace. 

VIII. 
'Tis by fuch endearments affection is fhewn. 

In filence more nobly exprefs'd, 
Than all the cant phrafe, the Bon Ton of the town, 

Where Love is a Monmouth-ftreet gueft. 

IX. 

Go on ye high births, and pretend to defpife 
Thofe fcenes which to you are unknown ; 

But laugh not too long, rather aim to be wife, 
And compare fuch a life with your own. 
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x. 

Vain jefters be mute, I'll a Sentiment give, 
A Toaft which efteem will not fcorn ; 

May they wfio can tajie tkem, Love's kiffes receive, 
And Tendernefs meet a return. 



SONG XXXVIII. 

THE TOPER. 

Tune, — Shanbuy. 

IE lads of true fpirit pay courtftup to Claret, 

Releas'd from the trouble of thinking ; 
A fool, long ago, faid we nothing cou'd know,— 
The fellow knew nothing of drinking. 

To pore over Plato, 

Or practife with Cato, 
Difpaffionate dunces might make us ; 

But men now more wife, 

Self-denial defpife, 
And live by the leflbns of Bacchus. 

II. 

Big wigg'd, in fine coach, fee the Doctor approach, 

And folemnly up the flairs pace, 
Gravely fmell on his cane, apply finger to vein, 
And count the repeats with grimace. 
As he holds pen in hand, 
Life and Death's at a Hand, 
A tpfs-up which party will take us ; 
Away with his cant, 
No prefcription we want, 
But the nourishing noflrums of Bacchus* 

E 
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in. 

We jollily join in the pra&ice of Wine, 

While mifers 'mid ft millions are pining ; 
Where ladies are fcorning, and lovers are mourning, 
We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining. 

Drink, drink, now 'tis prime, 

Tofs a bottle to Time, 
He'll not make fuch hafte to o'ertake us ; 

His threats we prevent, 

And his cracks we cement, 
By the ftyptical Balfam of Bacchus. 

IV. 

What work there is made, by the news-paper trade, 

Of this man and t'other man's ftation ; 
The Ins are all bad, and the Outs are all mad, 
In and Out is the cry of the nation ; 

The politic patter, 

Which both parties chatter, 
From bumpering freely {han't fhake us ; 

With half-pints in hand, 

Independent we'll ftand, 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 

V. 

Be your motion well tim'd, you're charg'd and you're 
prim'd, 

Have a care ! — Right and left, and make ready — 
Right hand to glafs join — at lips reft the wine — 

But be in your exercife fleady. 



fc 
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Our levels we boaft, 
When our women we toafl, 

May gracioufly they undertake us ; 
No more we defire, 
So drink and give fire, 

And volley to Beauty and Bacchus* 



SONG XXXIX. 

* 

THE TIMES. 

Tune,— Once on a Time, 'twas long aro* 

GOOD people all, both great and final!, 

And eke, and aye, and alfo ; 
Pray lend an ear, and you fhall hear, 

And then I need not bawl fo. 
There was a Time, when times were good, 

The antient Bard in rhime iings ; 
So ufe Time well, 'tis Time we mould, 

We mould fo, did we time things. 

II. 

But out of Time, and out of Tune, 

We helter fkelter go forth ; 
Sometimes too late, fometimes too foon, 

Good lack-a-day, and fo forth. 
We give great folks the greateft crimes, 

They can afford to father 'em* 
But fo impartial are the Times, 

We're guilty, omnium gatherum, 

E 2 



[ 76 ] 
in. 

For Fox-hunting, boldly Bucks embrace, 

But Sportfmen of difcernment, 
Abroad will chufe a Nabob's Chace, 

Or hunt at home preferment. 
To hunt the Statefman who's in play, 

When Patriots caft-about Sir, 
A Penfion flops the Hark-away, 

And fo the Field's flung out Sir. 

IV. 

In fuch place-tempting Times as thefe, 

Upright be our intentions ; 
111 fare the Loon who fir ft: took Fees, 

And Him who fir ft paid Penfions. 

Yet fine-cures we'll not abufe, 
Nor their illuftrious Givers, 

We quarrel now, 'caufe we can't chufe 
Who fhou'd be the Receivers. 

V. 
Dear Englifhmen and Country- folks, 

Don't give yourfelves uneas'nefs, 
Nor mind the flouts, the fhouts, .the jokes, 

But only mind your- bus'nefs. 
Wou'd one mind one, the Kingdom thro', 

And work within his ftation, 
At home he'll find enough to do, 

And not undo the Nation, 
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VI. 

So to conclndc, and make an end, 

Of this nice-di&ion'd ditty, 
Indeed 'tis Time, the Times fhou'd mend, 

In Country, Court, and City. 
For our good Queen our fbng we'll fing, — 

May (he ne'er wake nor fleep ill r 
And next, my lads, — God blefs the King, 

And all his faithful people. 



SONG XL. 

AD INFINITUM. 

Tutie, — Which nobody can deny, 

I. 

SlNCE Life'3 but a jefl, let us follow this rule, 
There's nothing Jo pltafant as playing the Fool ; 
In town we may practice, as well as at fchool, 

Which nobody can deny. 

II. 
The World turns about, the fame things o'er and o'et; 
We fool it ; our forefathers fool'd it before : 
They, did what we do, which our fons will encore. 

III. 

Life's but a half holiday, lent us to flare ; 
We wander, and wonder, in Vanity's fair; 
AU baby-like bawling for each bauble there. 
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IV. 

If Denial fhou'd follow a Lover's requeft, 

Like a tooth-cutting child he's a. trouble fome gueft, 

Till the chit by his deary is* hufh'd to her breaft. 

V. 

When Difcontents dare againft Court- fervice riot, 
The Minifter, nurfe-like, prepares proper diet; 
They've Penfions for Pap, then the urchins are quiet. 

VI. 

We, children-like, covet the glitter of gay things, 
Make racquet for ribbonds, and fuch fort of play-things ; 
Which we cannot have tho' — without we can fay things. , 

VII. 
But before we can fay, we fhould fee how things go» 
If the Market is high, or Majority low, 
Then, juft at the felling-price, give Yes, or No* 

VIII. 

We take, or are all in our turns taken in ; 
The World, to be fure, 'tis a fhame and a fin, 
Might foon be much better, — but who will begin. 

IX. 

Each age has its folly, ours is diflipation, 

Enfeebling — but why all this dull declamation t 

If weaken'd, we'll drink to the Strength of the Nation. 

X. 

Allowing things wrong, Sir, which way fhall we right 'em i 

'Tis Tafte to hear good things, 'tis tafty to flight 'em : 

It was, is, and will be fo, ad Infinitum, 

Which nobody can deny* 



■% 
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SONG XLI. 



THE RAREE SHEW. 



Tune,— Now we're free from College 'Rules, 

I. 

1 HE Town's a Raree-Shew, 'fome fay, 

A rare mew for projector* : 
What pity 'tis, we fpoil the Play 

For want of better Aclors. 
But fometimes in, and fometimes out, 

'Tis fo upon all ftages ; 
Folks will not mind what they're about, 

But only mind the Wages. 

II. 
Among the imitative arts, 

Chief is an Actor's fcienoe ; % 
Expreffive Heads, and feeling Hearts, 

With Nature form alliance. 
Behind the fcenes, tho' Party rage, 

Caprice, and Adulation, 
With Slander — but we know the Stage 

Shou'd reprefent the Nation. 

HI. 
A Reprefentative indeed ! 

As Players make believe, Sir, 
In this World's Drama, to fucceed, 

*Tis as you can deceive, Sir. 
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You may be caught, by face or drefs, 
Before you come to know folks ; 

But then the Counterfeits confcfs, 
They're all — but merely Shew- folks. 

IV. 

Moil aim great Characters to hit, 

Pride fpouts as Public Spirit, 
Pert Dullnefs is miftook for Wit, 

And Silence want of Merit* 
Some ftudy the Informer's arts, 

Then Power their fide efpoufes ; 
Some play the Pimps, and Flatterers parts, 

In hopes to have full houfes. 

V. 

We title this fame Droll we mew, 

The Humours of the Nation — 
Extremely high, extremely low, 

Endemic Diflipation. 
The World ! — What by that word we mean,. 

Is felf and felf 's difguifes ; 
A bufy, lazy, Lottery Scene, 

Where Folly fills up Prizes, 

VI. 

Whate'er we think, whate'er we fay, 

Whate'er we are purfuing, 
Is o'er and o'er the felf- fame play 

m Of doing and undoing. 
Life's vegetation ripes and rots, 

'Till dull to duft returning; 
So let us fprinkle well our fpots 
And drink from Night to Morning. 
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SONG XLII. 

THE CONNOISSEUR. 

Tune — Majks all. 

I O excel in Bon Ton both as Genius and Critic, 
And be quite the thing, Sir, lmrrunft Scientific ; 
On all exhibitions give fentence by guefs, 
With fliruga and ftolen phrafes that fentence exprefs. 

Sing tantararara Taile all. 

II. 

The money you fquander your judgment confirms, 
You need not know Science, repeat but the terms. 
The labour of Learning belongs to the poor, 
Do but pay — that's enough for a True Connoijeur* 

III. 
As to Shakefpeare, or Purcell, why you ma^ allow 
They were well-enough once — but they will not do now. 
Admit Newton clever, — juft clever, —■ that's all ; 
And' Formerly, faith, we might fancy White-halL 

IV. 
When Lord of the Feaft, 'midft your Parafite Group, 
You're the flave of Conceit, and low Forgery's dupe. 
A 1 artifts (but Englifh ones) praife and procure, 
By your band of Bear-leaders you're dubb'd Co inoijfeur* 

V. 
For Words, when you're lofl^ fill the blank with Grimace, 
And Pantomime Scorn by your power of Face. 
If Merit d.ires fpeak, and he's known to be poor, 
Knock him down with a Belt, then pur triumph's fecure. 
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VI. 
With high-varaiih'd matters, and bronz'd buftos graced* 
Your houfe, like a toy-fhop, is lumber'd in Tafte. 
Ally all are Antiques, Ciceronio procures, 
For who dares deceive fuch compleat Connoijfeurs ? 

vn. 

The Worth of a man, fay the Wife is his Pence : • 
'Twas faid fo, and fo it will centuries hence. 
Then Money's the thing; the Grand Pimp that procures, 
Full work for the Wits, when fbe forms Connoijfeurs. 

Sing tantararara Tafte all* 



SONG XLIII. 

HERE GOES. 

Tone,— -To Sigh or Complain* 

COME care .curing Mirth 
From Wit's bower forth, 

Bring Humour, your brother, along, 
Hofpitality's here, 
And Harmony near, 

To chorus droll Sentiment's fong. 

II. 

In Comedy trim, 

Joke, Gefture, and Whim, 

With Trios will keep up the ball ; 
By order of Tafte 
We open the fcaft, 

Of Tritndjhip in Liberty-Hall. 
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III. 

Who'll Prcfident be ? 
Unanimity , fee 

He's order'd to fit as our hoft ; 
My Lord Common Senfe, 
With pains and expenfe, 

Introduced him to give out the toaft. 

IV. 

Tho' Scandal we hate, 
Only good we hold great, 

Nor any for Title's-fake praife ; 
Unworthy's that name. 
No Merit can claim, 

But what Genealogies raife. 

V. 

If in this Anno we 
Wou'd Felicity fee, 

I'll demonftrate how eafy we cou'd : 
Change fault-finding elves 
To mending ourfelves, 

Then things might foon be as they fhou'd. 

VI. 

Some Wives read their mates 
Curtain-Letture debates, 

And wonder they're not underftood ; 
The Hufband's perplex'd, 
And the Lady is vex'd, 

'Caufe every thing's not as it fliooM. 

£ 6 
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VII. 

If Penfion, or Place, 
Is the gift of His Grace, 

Refafal wou'd be over-nice, 
Plumb- pudding on board, 
And prefs'd by my Lord, 

Who wou'd not come in for a flice ? 

VUI. 

Corruption's the cry, 
Oppofition runs high, 

Yet who can help laughing to fee, 
Tho' Fadion's fo big 
Ambo Tory and Whig, 

In one part both Parties agree. 

IX. 

For the Kingdom of Man, v 
Divifion's the plan. 

By the laws of the Cyprian Court, 
The Ladies muft yield, 
When our Standard we weild, 

And what we advance they fupport, 

X. 

For a Bumper I call, — 
Here's the Sovereign of All, 

The Spring from which all honour flows, 
From thence we all came, 
So we go to the fame, 

Here** to it, and to it, Here goes. 




.»<- ... ^ .«ri^uriL.' .. ^w,; 
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SONG LXIV. 

THE DIVORCE. 

Tunc,— Old Women toe are, and as wife in the Chayr* 

W O more let defections of Wedlock be blam'd, 
To be fure of grave Cato you've heard ; 

In morals more ftrilt not a man cou'd be nam'd, 
Yet his Wife to a friend he transferr'd. 

II. 
In Rome they encourag'd no Trials crim, con. 

In France, Cuckold-making's a Jeft ; 
And, I trull, in few years, by the help of bon ton, 

We mail be as polite as the bell. 

III. 
'Tis vaftfy immenfe ! and moji horridly low ! 

When a month after marriage is pail, 
That the Huiband mould be fuch a Fright not to know 
His Lady's affections can't lail. 

IV. 
For, broken in Fortune, and ruin'd in Health, 

, To patch up both Perfon and Purfe, 
His Honour addreffes fome Citizen's Wealth, 
And the Daughter accepts, as his Narfe, 

V. 
Too oft, for the fake of a Title impure, 

Doom'd Beauty is fore'd from her vows, 
To unite with a Blank, for upon the Grand Tour 

Foreign Vice had difabled the Spoufe. 
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VI. 

In defence of the Fair, Satire openly ftands, 

And forbids the vague Spendthrifts to roam ; 

Wives have too much flock lying dead on their hands 
When Hufbands are Bankrupts at home. 

VI. 

Cenfure no married Dame, as the Trade's fo decreased, 

Heavy Intereft, Principal clogs ; 
When Ladies have fumifh'd an exquifite feaft, 

Muft their dainties be thrown to the dogs? 

VIII. 

Then Divorce t — but we laugh at fuch frivolous things, 
Having here no intention to part . — 

We are wed to our Wine ; Wine regenerates the fprings 
Of that felf-moving mufcle the Heart : 

IX. 

Though to Wine we are wed, yet we do not think fit 

To be tied down for better for worfe, 
If our landlord Adultery dares to commit, 

At once we demand a Divorce. 

X. 

But at prefent I hope, with an Englifhman's eafe, 
We enjoy both our Wine and our Wives ; 

By Liberty blefs'd, with the pleafure to pleafe, 
May we live all the days of our lives. 




.A-j^ 
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SONG XLV. 

A SIMPLE PASTORAL. 

To a very fimple Tune of -—Chriftmas now is coming, 

AURORA, Lady grey, 

Hides her face in blufhes ; 
Budding, blanching May, 

Whitens hawthorn bufhes. 

* II. 

See the Clouds tranfparent, 

See the Sunfhine riiing ; 
London Rakes, I warrant, 

Wou'd think this furprizing. 

in. 

See the Sturdy Swains, 

Trenching-ploughs are holding; 
Some on pebbly plains, 

Laft night's pens unfolding. 

IV. 

How the Swine-yards woo ? 

How the Herds are lowing ? 
While the Pigeons coo, 

Barn-door fowls are crowing. 

V. 
Here are Flora's dreffings, 

Air-fiird perfume here is, 
Here Pomona's bleffings, 

Here the gifts of Ceres. 
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VI. 
Hark ! the tinkling Rills, 

And the bubbling Fountains ; 
Cafcade o'er the hills, 

Tumble down the mountains. 

VII. 
See! at welcome Wakes, 

Shew-folks Fire-eating ; 
While, with Ale and Cakes, 

Jack his Gill is treating. 

VIII. 
Hark! the diftant Drum, 

Lafles all look frighted; 
But, when Soldiers come, 

Girls how you're delighted. 

XL 

Night her mutters doling, 
All the village {till is, . 

Save where, unrepofing, 
Captain calls on PhiUis, 

X. 

While fhe lets her Spark in, 
Shooting ftars are failing,. 

Farmers Dogs are barking, 
Comets dreadful trailing. 

XI. 

For to Scholars thinking, 
Omens mult be telling; 

Whether worlds are finking, 
Or if waifts are fwelling. 
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XII. 

But, my Lads and LafTes, 
Mind a friend's advifings, 

Let us fill our glafTes 

To our Falls and Rifings. 



SONG. XLVI. 

THE CABAL. 

Tune, — Long Unit with the Graces fair Vtnus $ £?fc. 

I. 

WHY fhouM you, lov'd Senfible, lhou'd you be pale. 

The portrait of Grief you appear ; 
You look like yon' Lily that droops in the vale, 

With my Lips let me wipe off, that tear. 

II. 

Difdain a reply to Malignity's tongue, 

Let Patience to Clamour fubmit i 
It is better that Slander (hou'd fay you was wrong, 

Than that you the wrong fhou'd commit. 

HI. : ; 

The Atheift, if really fuch madmen exiff, 

Belief will delirious decry, 
In Infidel Doubtings pretend to perfifl, 

What they cannot conceive they deny. 



C 90 ] 

IV. 

Thus fome of your fex, old and ugly, will rail, 

Like Atheifb all goodnefs they doubt, 
Infilling men may o'er all beauties prevail, 

Becaufe themfelves could not hold out. 

V. 

You muft pardon the cry, think-not ftrange what I fay, 

They Mercy from you muft receive ; 
Be it known to your tendernefs, 'tis the world's way, 

Who injure will never forgive. 

VI. 

Smile, fmile, and frnile on, let Day beam on your face, 

To Oblivion be Obloquy hurl'd ; 
By the bcft you're belov'd, thou fair figure of Grace, 

Sq laugh at the reft of the* world, 



SONG XL VII. 



THE QJJ E S T I O N. 



Tune, — TopUafc me the more; and to change the dullfcene. 

I. 

SUPPOSE Twelve has ftruck, wherefore pray all 

this fufs ? 
Next time 'twill ftrike lefs, what are Hours to us ? 
Let the Sun rule tl>e day, and the Moon mark the night ! 
Without Rules, or Schools, fure we know when we're right. 
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n. 

The Inf 'rence from hence which I draw, bat firft drink,-* 

A Bumper's the bed preparation to think : 

I infer, nay affirm, and with me you mull join, 

Life's not Life without Love, Love's not Love without Wine. 

III. 

This Truth I'll maintain, thus maintaining my poft, 
And give in this bumper a Truth for my toaft.— 
I'm fure to be pledg'd by each Lafs-loving Youth, 
Here's a Brufher, tay Bucks, to the fam'd naked Truth 

IV. 

At firft we are into this world pull'd and teaz'd ; 
At our getting, Papa and Mama may be pleas'd ; 
But as to us Babes, Nature's multiplication, 
Begot for diverfion, we're born in vexation* 

V. 

We are Fools in. green youth, mankind ripe into Knaves, 
Grey hairs turn to Money, or MiftrefTes Slaves ; 
To our burial from birth, paflive objects of Fear, 
Keep the door (hut, and don't let that Scrub flip in here. 

VI. 

Let Ill-will abufe us, Hypocrify bawl, 
Vain-zeal the cry join, we join laugh 'gainft them all* 
Self-denial may fermonize, Temperance teaze, 
We live as we like— let them live as they pleafe. 
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vn. 

Our Voyage is Pleafure, Hope hoifts op the Sail, 
Our Pilot is Inftind, Defire the Gale ; 
To Beauty we're bound, we've Bacchus on board, 
Onr Guns by Love loaded, Enjoyment's the Word. 



SONG XLVIII. 

THE SONGSTERS HORN-BOOK. 

Tune,— Ally Crokcr* 

GKEAT A was alarm'd at B's bad behav'our, 
Bccaufe he refua'd C, D, E, F, favour, 
G, got a Hufband, with H, I, K, ^nd L, 
M, marry'd Mary and fcholars taught to fpeil. 

A bcdefghiklm, Sec. 

n. 

Tt went hard at firft with N, O, P, and Q^ 

With R, S, T, Jingle and alfo doMt U. 

With X and Y it ftuck in their gizzards, 

Till they were made friends by the Two crooked Izzards. 

HI; 

Thh A f B, C, tho? fo little it is thought about, 
^mck^OfeKhge in the World, by its power has brought about ; 
''Ittfah'e ground- work of Wifdom, of Science the key, Sir, 

What can a man know, who don't know ABC? Sir, 
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IV. 

Some Fidlers, in drefs, pretend to ape their betters, 
They had better mind their Horn -book and ftudy all 

their letters; 
Their Knowledge now no farther goes, from ABC, Sir, 
To the four mere letters call'd, D, £, F, and G, Sir, 

V. 

As to Words 'tis not worth while to mind their predfion, 
If we through the Gamut can run a divifion ; 
The Annals of England, to our fhame, will tell ye, 
That Newton was nothing to fine FarintlLu 

VI. 

How ravifliing that fwell ! what fweet Symphonia ? 
What Cantabilis ? what Tafie ? Ah car a divina I 
chi gufto the voice of Signior Sujlinuti, 
Miltonic the language of Tace titti tutti. 

VII. 

As infects will duller round pots full of honey, 
Imported illiberals fwarm for our money. 
Senfe is fcar'd off by Sound, and Train over Tafte glories, 
Only Shew 'tis fucceeds now, Tempora, Mores I 

VIII. 

This ABC excufe without Ceremoni, 

My hoarfe voice and harmony is not Unifoni. 

If you cenfure my tinging, for cenfure is free, Sir, 

As a Songfter, remember, I'm but in A B C, Sir. 

Abcdefghiklm, &c. 
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SONG LXIX. 

COMMON SENSE. 

Tunc, — One Morning young Roger accojled me thus* 

ONE night having nothing to do — nor to drink, 
I began a new pra&ice, and that was to think ; — 
What my fabjed (hoo'd be, kept me fome time in doubt, 
1 confider'd, at lafl— o>Ao£ we all were abou t. 

II. 

Such Frauds and fuch fractions, fuch follies, fuch fictions, 
Such out-of-door clamours, and in contractions ; , 
What muft this be owing to ? why ? or from whence ? 
What is it we want ? — why, we want Common Senfc. 

III. 
O yes ! who can tell us where Common Senfe dwells 
Does it burnifh Gold Roofs, or ftrew Rulhes in Cells ? 
Does it beam in the Mine ? does it fwim in the Sea ? 
Does it Wing the wide Air ? does it bloflbm the Tree ? 

IV. 
.If folks wou'd accept Common Senfe as their gueft, 
With Meum and Tuum at home they'll be blefs'd. 
Not Lunatic Lacqueys run mad up and down, 
Nor mind any bufmefs but what was their own. 

V. 

But which is the way to find Common Senfe out ? 
She feafts not on Turtle ; — cuts in at no rout ? — 
Get the Tub Cynic's lanthorn, we won't mind expence, 
But look by its light, 'till we fpy Common Senfe. 
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VI. 

If Chance (he is feen, tho' for fear we miltake her, 
She's natively neat, like a lovely young Quaker* 
Pure Beauty, defpifing falfe Drapery's aid, 
And Common Senfe fcorns all pedantic parade. 

VII. 

Let us firft call at Court, but, perhaps, we intrude, 
'Twas told fo by Mifs AfeSation, the Prude ; 
There Fafhion forbids the free ufe of the mind, 
What can Common Strife fay in a place fo refin'd ? 

VIII. 

Then at Church ! to be fure, Common Senfe there fucceeds, 

Unlefs Superjiition fhould choak it with weeds ; 

And tho' Infidelity dares a pretence, 

She's ealily vanquifh'd by plain Common Senfe. 

IX. 

When I mention'd the Church, you expected at lead, 
In the common-place mode, fome ftale joke 'gainft a Prieft ; 
That a laugh I fhou'd raife, at the Clergy's expence, 
But he who wou'd wifh it, muft want Common Senfe. 

X. 

As to Trade, no accounts can be well kept without her* 
Yet Stock-jobbers fay they know nothing about her. 
Bear witnefs 'Change- Alley — the Omniums declare* 
Common Senfe (hall for ever be under Par there. 
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XI. 

Come, I'll give you a Toad, if I give no offence — 
Here'* the Senfitive Plant, and the Root Common Senfe. 
Here's Love's Magic Circle, which all Senfcs binds, 
And Delicate Pleafures to fcnfible Minds. 



SONG L. 

A FORE-CASTLE SONG 

Time, — How happy cou'd I be with either. 

I. 

±J O you fee, as a Sailor, I'll heave off 

A bit of a fong in my way, 
But if you don't like it I'll leave off, 

I foon can my bawling belay. 
Odd Lingos Mulicianers write in, 

Concerning Flats, Sharps, and all that ; 
We Seamen are Jharp in our fighting, 

And as to the Frenchmen they're fiat. 

II. 

Outlandifh folks tickle your ears 

With Solos, and fuch fort of fluff, 
We Tars have no more than Three Cheers, 

Which French folks think mufic enough. 
Through Canada loudly 'twas rung, 
. Then echoed on Senegal's fhore, 
At Gaudaloupe merrily fung, 

And Martinique chorus'd Encore, 
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At Havre we play'd well our parts, » 

Tho' our Game they pretended to feoff, 
For Trumps wc turn'd up Englifh Hearts, 

They threw down their Cards and fheer'd off. 
They have met with their match now they feel, 

Their Shuffling and Cutting we check ; 
They were lurched at Crown Pointy and loft Deal, 

And faith they got Jlamm'd at Quebec. 

IV. 

Our Mufic gave French folks the vapours, 

It took an odd turn on Conflans ; 
We knew they were all fond of Caper?, 

So fet up an oid Englifh Dance. 
'Twas Britons Jlr ike home that we founded, 

By the ftrength of that tune they were troune'd, 
The Tiddidols looking confounded, 

While Haxc-H faith their feather-heads Jfeiunc'd. 



V. 



Our inftruments always do wonders, 

From Round- tops we give ferenades ; 
Our Organs dre twenty-four pounders, 

Our Concerts are brifk Connonades. 
For Cooks, thof the French folks are neater, 

Our meffes they never can beat, 
Our Dimes have fo much Salt-petre, 

And as to our balls diey'rejore'd-meat. 

F 
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VI. 
God blefs our King George, with Three Cheers, Sirs, 

And God blefs his Confort, Amen. 
In paft times we've drubb'd the Mounfeers, Sirs, 

For paflime we'll drub them again. 
There's oae thing I bave more to fay, — Tho' 

Beyond feas, my boys, we'll o'ercome, 
If you'll give Old England fair play tho', 

And keep yoorfelves quiet at home* 



SONG U. 

THE WHIM- 

Tune,— If I everjkou'd know, and that KnotvUgdc impart. 

I. 

1HAT the World is a Stage, and the Stage is a School, 
Where fome ftudy Knaves parts, and fome play the Fool, 

Was faid, and again fo we fay ; 
For as the World's round, and rolls round about, 
Old fafhions come in, and new fafhions go out, 

As Vanity drefles the Play. 

Do not ferioufly think of thefc whimfical times, 
But fing or fay fomething in whimfical rhimes, — 

The World's but a Whim, and all that ; 
I mean not the World which revolves on the poles, 
But the Animal World, made up of odd Souls, 

The ions and the daughters of Chat. 
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IIL 

For a new Exhibition their Portraits well plan, 
And Pen and Ink Likenefles (ketch if we. can, 

Where all may their femblances fee ; 
Tho' folks of fine breeding, immenfely polite. 
Their own faces finflh with Ronge and Flake White, 

And leave no employment for me. 

IV. 

Let us tenderly take off thofe mafks> and their cures 
Attempt, by expofing fuch caricatures 

In Impurtiality's Hall ; 
But if the galPd (inner (hou'd wince at a line, 
And cry, " Curfe the fellow! — the pi&are's not mine*** 

The Prime-ferjeant Painter we'll call. 

V. . 

Come, Satyr, ajfifi me> my projeB is new.-— 
The Demi-bead, grinning, his range of reed* blew, 

And this was his Symphony's Song t — 
<( Shou'd I fing of thefe Times, or in profe or in verfey 
u Weak things, but not wicked ones I fhou'd rehearfe* 

" A medley betwixt Right and Wrong. 

VI. 






This JEn. is much too infipid for me, 
Futility's only in practice I fee, 

" Unworthy one (broke of my lalh ; 
" The fafliion is Folly, let Folly go on, 
w To (hew Senfe fubfides, and True Tafte to Bon Ton* 
« And Genius is banUh'd for Tram." 

F 2 
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VII. 

Difdain frown'd his brow, reddening Rage his eyes cad, 
Contempt o'er his countenance fpread as he paft, 

No more Diflrpation he'll fchool ; 
We'll be quite the thing then, as life's but a toy, 
A bubble in which we can only enjoy 

The Pleafure of playing the Fool. 



SONG LII. 

THE SCURVY. 

Tune, — E'er Phctbus jhall peep on thejrejh budding jlozo'rs* 

I. 

EVE tempted to err, ill betide the fad time, 

Ye modern wives pity her. fall, 
Since, we' her fons fuffer for Grandmamma's crime, 

The Scurvy has tainted us all. 

II. 

To curb the contagion which putrifies here, 

In vain have the Faculty try'd ; 
Its peftilcnt fymptoms offenfive appear 

In vulgar Erruptions of Pride. 

in. 

For all Pride is low, 'tis a Cancerous Brain, 

A Poornefs or Foulnefs of Blood ; 
The want of Sound Senfe renders wretches infane 

Who are lifted above what they fhou'd. 
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IV. 

Epidemic Prognoftics appear in each State, 

Where Meanncfs in office is plac'd, 
Who fcurvily ape the odd airs of the Great, 
s And fancy Ill-breeding is Tafte. 

But when their high mighty $uperiors>approach, 

The malady takes >a new. turn : 
As abjectly then the, bafe Scurvy- things crouch* •' 

As before they were bloated with Scorn. 

VJ. 

With Artijls the Scurvy of Envy appears/ 

When Comatesr they coldly commend; 
Nay , oft it breaks out in illiberal fleers, 

And poifons the Fame of a Friend. 

• . . . . * 

VII. •• 

Shou'd Genius a vifit to Greatnefs prefume, 

He's fcurvily ofrer'd a, Ghair ; 
Difdain marks the Things in the Vifiting-roorri, 

Who wonder the Fright (hou'd come there. 

Tin, 

Be proud, if you pleafe, ye gay Groups of Conceit, 

Still flatter, be venal, and vain j 
We know what ye feel, what ye pay for each treat, 

And we know too — Ye dare not complain. 

IX. 

With unmeaning gaze pamper'd Wealth wheel'd along, 

With the Scurvy of Vanity fwell'd, 
Took the fnufF of Contempt at the more worthy throng, 

By whom he's with pity beheld. 

F3 
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X. 

Come trucked Humility, lend me thy hand* 

Humanity deign me thy aid, 
Initru& me, that I may myfelf onderftand 

Not to fcorn thofe my Makia hat made. 



SONG HI. 

THE D E M I R E Pi 

©a, 
I KNOW WHO. 

Tune — Tho* Aujtria and Raffia* France, Flandtfs, 

and Pruffia. 

CLEOPATRA the gay > ai old ftories declare, 

Put Mark Anthony oft to the rout : 
That the Lover was fond, and the Lady wai fair. 
No modern among us will doubt, 
But yet I infift 

Our own Times are the belt. 
Antiquity ! what can that do, Sir ? 
Cou'd Livia, or Lais, 
Fauftina, or Thais,. 
Compare to the fine I know who, Sir f 

II. 

Let Placemen receive, and let Patriots oppofe* 

And raife unforgiving diflentions ; 
A Miffcrefs's Arms is the Poft I wou'd chuie* 

A Bottle and Friend are my Penfions* 



> 
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Preferments at Court 

Are Minifters fport, 
When they fee what to gain them folks do, Sir | 

They may Boroughs command, 

I with only to ftand 
At Member for fine — I know tuho, Sir, 

Poffeflbfi, AflefTors, envelope the mind 

With Ethics of old AnJltiU j 
The Leffim of Nature, to tutor Mankind* 
Is— Beauty fublim'd by a Bottle. 

The heft in the Collf ge, 

Who boaft of their Knowledge, 
The Science Jupreme never knew, Sir, 

Unlefs they csjn prove, 

That a Le&nre pf Love 
They have had with die fine—-/ know who, Sir* 

IV. 

You this or that fyftem embrace or reje&, 
As Philofophy's fafluon is rnling ; 

But look in her faee and you'll find an efibft 
Beyond Ele&ricity's fooling. 
Tho* fparks there arife, 
What are they to her eyes f 

And as to what touching can do, Sir, 
It is all but a joke, 
When compar'd to the ftroke 

That is given by fine / know who, Sin 
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-V. - ■ 

The Atoms of Cartes Sir Ifaac deftroy'd ; 

Lebnitz pilfer'd our Countryman's Fluxions ; 
Newton found out Attraction, and prov'd Nature's void,. 
Spite of prejudiced Plenum 9 a conftru&ions. 

Gravitation can boaft, 

In the form of my Toaft, 
More power than all of them knew, Sir ; 

What Fellow, orSopH, 

Will in Tangents fly off 
From the Center of fine — - / knew who, Sir t 

VI. 

* • . • 

Ye fenfible Socials who dare, now and then, 

To laugh at fome Folks in this Nation, . 
•Tis Beauty which fculptnjres us Blocks into Men, 
To Beauty then make a Libation. 

Poor Lovers may prize, 

Lips, Legs, Arms, and Eyes, 
Such piece-meal pretentions won't do, Sir ? 

NtfP^rmaHbetoft 

Whenf I mfention my Toaft, — 
" Here** the Whole 1 of the fine— / know who, Sir.** 



. * . . .. 
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SONG nv. 
MAY. 

Tune,— A beautiful Face, and a Form without Fault 

JDLEA K Winter is drove, by xoarm winds, to the Nort/i, 
And Spring's early pencil gay colours the Earth 2 
Each Blojfom expands its pied leaves to the Day, 
Creation's new cloath'd in the Livery of May. 

IT. 

As thus, in Soliloquy, rambling along, 
I look'd tow'rds the Wood, there I heard a fweet Song ; 
The Leaves gently fann'd to and fro* by the breeze, 
The Air a foft Symphony play'd thro* the trees. 

III. 
As a Hound after Hare the long meadow o'erleaps, 
It was fomething like Love which gave fpesd to my (leps 1 
I beat thro* the Thicket, upon the Game fprung, 
And too foon had a view of the Syren who fung. 

• ■- IV. • 

Oh ! how my heart beat, how alarm'd was my pride, 
To behold a young Ruftic hVd clofe at her fide ; 
They toy'd and they prattled, 'twas innocent play, * 
Their rofy cheeks fpoke all the warmth' of new May* 

V. 

The Lad and the Lafs look'd like Eden's firft pair, ; ' 

And I, fcowling flood, juft as Satan did there. 

Her Tendernefs hateful, his Fondnefs as bad> 

But their give-and-take Kiffings,— O God I — I grew mad, 

F5 
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Vl. 

I tarn'd from die fght, then retonfd in defpair, 

And pretended a core by defpifing the Fair ; 

On both beflow'd corfes, went rating away, 

Bet I fbpp'd at each ftep, nor con'd go* nor coa r d flay* 

VII. 
Home heavily fighing, I halted along, 
Eich Bird jarr'd my Head with its diflbnant Song : 
The late pleahng Landscapes appear'd in decay. 
The Scene to December was chang'd from new May. 

VHL 
In my books t expected fome Noftnim to find, 
But Learning 'gainft Love has fmaH fhare in the Mind* 
No Morals I met there the wonder cou'd work, 
But Inftid faggefted — to draw a long Cork. 

IX. 
As Sorrow is dry, the befl thing I con'd do, 
To make my Core perfect, was — drawing out Two : 
So Wine before Wenching hereafter I'll fay, 
For Wine's good in all Months, as well as in May. 



SONG LV. 

THE BRITON's WISH. 

Tone, — Daniel Cooper. 

V/oU'D you know the way that Eve 

In Eden was caught tripping, 
Arch Satan 'twitch'd her by the fleeve> 

And ftiew'd a Golden Pippin % 
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Tempted by th' alluring charm, 
'Twas faid foe ill-us'd Adam, 

And ever fince the fame alarm 

Bewitches Miss and Madam. 

IL 

The Dad of Danae was a Dolt, 

To lock a Woman's will in ; 
A Guinea Shower burft each bolt, 

Mifs op'd her lap for filling. 
Afk Beauties, who for Chapmen wait. 

What 'tis they chiefly wilh for, 
They'll own, tho' moil men take their bait, 

'Tis only Gold they fifh for. 

III. 
But why fhou'd Women bear (he blame, 

When Men, both out and in, Sir, 
Will gamble at the Golden Game, 

Nor care they how they win, Sir, 
Arts, Science, Office, Trade, confefs 

Mean mercenary dealings, 
All Reas'ning Bipeds, more or lefs, , 

Shew felfifh fellow-feelings. 

IV. 
Election Agents truth difgraee, 

They've made this an unfound age ; 
To Brophejs brought fair Freedom's face. 

And, Pandar-like, took poundage. 
Bat henceforth Britons may we fheiJ, 

In Bribes no more our trull is, -. 

But nobly independent go, 

And only vote for Juftice. 

F 6 
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y : 

O Thou ! from whom each Blefling {prings, 

Earth, Seas, and Skies director, 
To whom we owe the beft of Kings,' 

fie his, be our Prote&or. 
The Tyrant, arm'd with Terror's fcourge, 

Awes fubjeft flaves t'approve him, 
But Free-born Britons bow to George,, 

For in oar hearts we love him. 

VL 

Dear Liberty, Celeftial Fire, 

Remain here unconfuming ; 
May that fpark catch, to Son from Sire, 

From Age to Age illuming. 
For this is ev'ry Briton's* fong, 

This all we wifh to be boys ; 
Let Life be fhort, let Life be long, 

But let that Life be free boys. 



SONG LVL 

MUTUAL LOVE, 

Tune,— As Chlot onjlotetts reclirtd, &c. 

ON a Brook's graffy brink, in the Willow's cool fhade, 
The Primrofes preffing, a Damfel was laid ; 
She fmil'd on the dream that roll'd limpid along, 
Beholding herfelf, whilft /he warbled this fong.— .. 



k 
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XX* •■ m \ • • ■ ■ 

The 'Squired fine Lady laft night he brought home; 
What! tho' in fuch gay clothes from London (he's come, 
Had I coftly. fafhions as well (hou'd I feem, 
For fairer my face is, if Truth's in this flream. 

:-.:■ ... IK./..- . 

Thro* Church-yard, on Sunday, as flowly I tread, 
While gaping Louts, grinning, on tombftones are fpread> 
I hear how they praife me, I keep on my way, 
And, down-looking, feem pot to heed what they fay. 

IV. 

■ * • 

Sometimes Lords and Captains, all over perfume, 
Will flop me, and tell me, I'm Beauty in bloom. 
That I rival the Rofe, — that I'm whiter than Snow ; 
I iimper, and limply fay— Don't jeer oncfo* 

V. 

They've prefs'd me, they've promis'd, nay offer'd me gold* 
Sometimes (I aflure them) they've ftrove to be bold ; 
They've talk'd of my Treafure, they've call'd it a Gem* 
To be fuxe fo it is, but it is not for them. 

VI. 

No ! no I 'tis for him, and 'tis only his part, 
Who's the Man of my Hope, and the Hopes of my Heart $ 
Who friendly inftru&s me, who fondly can play, 
And his Eyes always fpeak what his Wiihes wou'd fay. 



Jtffc 



vu. 

The ranging Bee fweets from the honey cup fips, 
As fweet I tafte Love from die Touch of his Up* ; 
Qft' my cheek on the fleece of my Lambkins I reft, 
Bat cold is that pillow compar'd to his breaiL 

vni. 

# Tis here for my Fair one — her Lover reply'd, 
O'er the hedge as he leap'd, and light dropp'd at her fide; 
She ftarted ! a moment Life's bloom left her face, . 
Bpt quick 'twas recall'd by the warmth of embrace. 

IX, 
She, languiibing lay in Love's tendereft fcene, 
And queftion'd the Rambler Where 'twas he had been ? 
Why fqriie wou'd fright her. — She'd fcold him (he vow'd, 
Bat a Kifs was his plea, and' that plea was allow'd. 

X. 

Soon by Kifles o'ercome, to his tranfports ihe yields, 
The landscapes were loft, and forgot were the fields % 
Each felt thofe Senfations Sufuptiblts prpve, 
Who, mutually melting, exchange mutual Love. 



— fpp— ■— 

SONG Lvn. 
A TIME FOR ALL THINGS. 

Tune,—/ am a young Damftl thatJtatUrs my/elf. 

y\.LL things have their Time by the Hebrew King's rule; 
What pity a Wife Man (hou'd e'er play the Fool. 
Yet weak was that Sage, who when long paft his prime, 
Attempted with beautiful Girls to keep Time. 
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AH was Vanity then, and Vexation nit text, 

To fee fore he was vain, and his women were vex'i. 

II. 
On his own Times how wifely King Solomon fpoke* 
But Wifdom, in our Times, is rather a Joke. 
Who's to blame is not clear, whether we or our guides* 
But equally things are ill-timed on all fides. 
Like Witlings, who facrifice all to their fun, 
We our errors enjoy, and rejoice we're undone. 

III. 
There's a Time to be right/ tho' fo oft we've been wrong ; 
There's a Time for a Speech, and a Time for a Song.— 
As to Song- making, fomebody hinted the way, 
When I nothing cou'd do, how I fomething Jhou'd fyf* 
And a wifh ftill to do, has my doings out-fped, 
Since all I have left, alas ! lumbers my Head. 

IV. 

Turn'd the corner of Forty ', 'tis Time to give way }~* 
But Women to Wine change, and ftill we've our Day. 
Doctor Bibbibus fays, whether Flajk or Scotch Pint* 
As Oil to the Head, Wine the Soul will annoint. 
Embrace then the Bottles, hug clofely your Quarts; ~— 
May we have in our Arms what we love in our Hearts* 
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SONG LVIir. 

THE- VETERAN. 

Tune, «— Give us Glajjes my Wench. 

JLI/RN'D of Forty ! — what then? — why 'twixt that 
and Threefcorc, 
All the days of our lives let us live. 
We only afk health, not a moment hope more, 
Than what Nature undo&or'd will give. 

II. 

Non fum qualis eram, in School mailer's Lore, 
Is, our Cake we can't have when 'tis eat ; — 

Do not turn to paft views, but new ground gallop o'er, 
Nor pull up, for 'tis Time enough yet. 

III. 

Ulyjfes at Forty Queen Circe embrac'd, 

When older Calypfo cou'd move. 
JEtherials pronounc'd him a Man to their Tafte, 

He had Health, Underflanding 1 , and Love. 

IV. 
The Boys of this Time ne'er to Manhood arife, 

As Shrubs cannot ftrengthen to Trees. 
Affectation Ability's Vacuum fupplies, 

E'er of Age, they are old by Difeafe. 

V. 

Iniipid Emaciates each public place throng. — 
As Trinkets on Watch-chains are worn, 

By fine Women's fides, fhewy, rattling along, 
The Fops are for fafhion-fake borne. 
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VI. 

Thofe Mode-made-up Things, flutter lifehood away* 

Abortions of what Britons were : 

* 

Perpetually talk, tho' they've nothing to fay, 
Their looks are but Vacancy's flare. 

VII. 

As nothing they think on, fo nothing they do, 
But only rife up, and lye down ; . 

Inexpletive paths diflipation purfue, 

And hue and cry Life thro* the town. 

VHI. 

In the paufe of Embrace pra&is'd Beauties aver, 

That Wit keeps Defire alive ; 

No wonder they fenfible Forty prefer 

To Folly and faint Twenty-five. •■•''•■'■•■•' 
. ^ ..':.■•■ • ■ I-*-. - 
IX. 

No Chronics' my mafcular bulwarks invade, 

Within, prima via is right : 
Confutation I never a Bankrupt have made, 

So cap pay. Beauty's Bill upon Sight. 

It is true we are old, — old companions we've been : 

- Yet found in our Heads, and our Hearts, 

Let Wine, Wit, and Women, but open the Scencej 

We flill can go on with our parts. 
. .... - XI : 

While prompted by natural yigour to play, 

We ac\ thus^ encore and encore ; r ' 

» • • - * 

The warning-bell rung, we've no bufmefs to ftay, 
V oleic, the Farce faith is o'er. 



t 
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SONG LIX. 

A NEW ROAST BEEF, 

TO THE OLD TUNE. 

I. 

NOW Old England's Flag is Commander in Chief, 
With Mounter our Monarch turn'd o'er a new leaf, 
Down, down with French Di&et, up, op with Roaft Beef, 

thi Roaft Beef, tfc. 

m 

II. 

In Flat-bottoms, flily, thofe fchemers were coafting, 
They threaten 'd Invafion* but fpite of their boafting, 
No Ribs of Roaft Beef had they ; bat a Rib reading. 

in. 

While good Englifli Beef, and good Englifh Brown Beer, 
Pleafe our taftes, and each day on our tables appear, 
What more can we hope for, or what can we fear r 

IV. 

The Spaniards once ftrove, by -the ftrength of their Guns, 
To make as keep Lent, and to turn our Girls Nuns, 
But we flill roaft our Beef, for we bailed the Dons* 

V. 

At Minorca, indeed, tho' I fpeak it with grief, 

Our Garrifon fainted for want of relief, 

They grew out of Hopes as they grew out of Beef* 
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VI. 

But at Minden, well fed, why we there facM about, 
Right and Left, Van and Rear, Foot and Horfc, pat to rout ; 
They wou'd be in our Beef— but, avail, they were out, 

VII. 

To plunder our Cupboards, France fent the Breft Fleet, 

We a belly-full gave them without any meat ; 

They then fold their Plates 'cao& they'd nothing to eat, 

VIII. 

We came, law, and conquer'd, the French Lilies droop* 
Louijbourg, Montreal, Martinique* Guadalottpe, 
Their Towns toe tofs'd op, juft as they (w ilow Soup. 

IX. 

By the ftrength of our Beef we our Bulwarks maintain, 
As Liberty's firft-born, and Lords of the Main ; 
And thofe deeds are witnefs'd by France and by Spain. 

X. 

All Knights, by their Titles, in Heraldry ftiine. 
Nay, Writers Romantic have ftil'd fome divine, 
But what are their Sirs to Old England's Sir-loin f 

XL 

Let us honour this Difh, 'tis in dignity chief, 
For garnifh will give it the nobleft relief : 
Here's Liberty— Loyalty — ayb— and Roat Bbef # 

the Roafi Beef, &c. 
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SONG LX. 

THE PIPE OF LOVE, 

Tunc, — Blefs'd Age of Gold. 

UNE Primrofc Time a Maiden Brown, 

Wifliing for what we will not fay, 
By fide of Shepherd fat her down, 

And foftly afk'd him, woii'd he play ? 
Mild (hone the Sun thro' Redftreak Morn, 

And glift'ning Dew-drops pearl'd the grafs ; 
The Ruftic, ftretch'd beneath the thorn, 

Grinning, reply'd, — Pll.pleafe thee Lafs. 

II. 
All on the green field's turfy bed, 

Smiling* the fond one fell along ; 
'the thick-leaf {hade her face o'erfpread, 

While, lifping, {he. began this Song. — 
u 'Tis Love which gives Life holidays, 
•* And Love I'll always take thy part ; 
My Shepherd's pipe fo fweetly plays, 
It finds the way to win my heart. 

IIL 
€t The Ladies drefs'd with filks fo fine, 

" In golden chairs to vifits go ; 
*'. On coftly diihes they can dine, , 
t "-And ev'ry night fee e\ 9 ry {hew, 
4< Vet, if 'tis true what fome folks fpeak, 

"Thofe Ladies lead but lonely lives ; 
" Hufbands are wilful, Hufbands weak, 

" And feldom pipe to pleafe their Wives." 
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IV. 

Blue broke the clouds, the day yet young, 

The flowers fragrant fill'd the breeze ; 4 

Wanton the Lafs, half whifp'ring, fung, { 

Ye s, Shepherd, — one t more if you plcafe, i| 

Awaking from embrae'd delight. 

She heard her Dame, and dar'd not (lay ; 
They kifs, they part, but firfl — at Night, 

She charg'd him, come again and play. 

V. 
His team to geer, home hy'd the Loon, 

The lovc-cheer'd Lafs blithe bore her Pail, 
And thus (he gave her ditty tune, 

Tripping it deftly down the Dale. 
" Tho' Organ Pipes play mufic fine, 

" And Fountain Pipes folks run to fee : 
" Tho' thirfty Souls love Pipes of Wine, 

" The Pipe of Love's the Pipe for me." 




SONG LXI. 

NOT AS IT SHOU'D BE. 

Tune, — If e 9 er I incline. 

A Coxcomb once faid 

He had Bet's Maidenhead, 
But 'twas falfe, as I told Mr. WoiSd-bc. 

His Doclor declar'd, 

Impotency debarred, 
The Fribble was not as hejhou'd be. 



.-**.- .. .. it. 
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II. 

As Beauty is us'd> 

So Britannia's abus'd, 
How many load Coffee^houfe praters 

Will boaft of the weight 

Which they have in the State, 
And wou'd be the Nation's Dictators. 

III. 

Such Creatures pretend 
They can England befriend. 

So attract or diftracl all about them ; 
That, pon onncr> they know 
How, zohen 9 what, and alfo, 

And the Miniflry can't do without them* 

IV. 

When Candidates bow> 

Patriotic they vow 
To honour, efteem, and adore us ; 

But chofe, they change foon, 

They are taught the Court Tune, 
And chaunt in Majority's Chorus. 

V. 

Reproach, if you pleafe, 

May impertinent teaze, 
Rememb'rance attempt to awaken ; 

But th' anfwer is this, 

I thought things amifs, 
I really, my friend, was miihken. 



«>* 
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VI. 

tits Market is made, 

We all live by Trade, 
So buy or fell, Sirs— chufe you whether ; 

Rich and Poor 'tis the fame, 

Change-alley's the game, 
A job ! a fad job altogether ! 

VII. 

Our Animal Stuff 

Is not made of Bomb Proof, 
When Temptation's Artillery aflails ; 

As the Batt'ries begin, 

We're betray'd from within, 
The FUJh over Spirit prevails. 

VIII. 

Corruption ! that's hard — 

But, from birth to church -yard, 
What are we ? but rotting along : 

Folly moulders our Clay, 

Each Vice has its Day, 
But — good-night — for I've done with my Song* 



SONG LXII. 

THE BOTTLE, 

Tune, — Pujh about the Brijk Bowl. 

PUSH the Bumbers about, drink my Toaft and away, 
Round the brim let the Liquor be flowing ; 

We're robbing of Life while we Drinking delay, 
So prithee, dear Brother, keep doing : 



C I20 ] 

Here's a Health to the Man who for Strength feareth none, 

Who values no Mortal for Riches alone, 
Who ne'er trod on the Weak, or gave Sorrow a frown, 

He, he's a True Son of the Bottle. 

n. 

The Science of Drinking is better by half, 

Than the Ethics of old Ariflotle ; 
I look at all Life, and at all Life I laugh, 

Except in the Life of a Bottle ; 
Let Scholiafts with Scholiafts explain and confound 

The Motion of Matter, the World's wheeling round, 
For make them once drunk, and the Secret is found, 

Such wonders are work'd by the Bottle. 

III. 

Shou'd Sicknefs, Defpair, and Captivity join, 

I'd equal the Ancients in thinking ; 
.No cordial, no comfort I'd afk for but Wine, 

No freedom demand but for Drinking : 
Stood Death like a drawer to wait on me home. 

Or bailiff-like, durfl he pufh into the room, t 
I'd try for a moment to tip him the hum, 

'Till I bumper'd the laft of my Bottle. 



SONG. LXIV. 

A LOVE SONG. 

Tune, — Genteel is my Damon, engaging his Air. 

LET him fond of fibbing invoke which he'll chufe, 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, or Madam the Mufe ; 
Great names in the claffical Kingdom of Letters ; 
But Poets are apt to make free with their Betters. 
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I fcorn to fay aught, fave the thing which is true. 
No Beauties Til plunder, yet give mine her due ; 
She has Charms upon Charms, fuch Charms as can't 

plague you ; 
She has Charms for the Tooth-ach, and eke for the Ague* 

III. 
Her Lips ; — ihe has two, and her Teeth they are white, 
And what ihe puts into her Mouth, they can bite ; 
Black and all black her Eyes, but what's worthy remark, 
They are (hut when (he fleeps, and fhe's blind in the dark. 

IV. 
Her Ears from her Cheeks equal diftance are bearing, 
'Caufe each fide her head (hou'd go partners in hearing : 
The Fall of her Neck's the Downfal of Beholders, 
Love tumbles them in by the Head and the Shoulders/ 

V. 
Her waift is— fo— fo, fo waile no words about it, 
Her Heart is within it, her Stays are without it ; 
Her Breafts are fo pair'd — two fuch Breafls when you fee, 
You'll fwear that no woman yet born e'er had three. 

VI. 
Her Voice neither Nightingales, no nor Canaries, 
Nor all the wing'd warblers wild whittling vagaries : 
Nor (hall I to Inflrument Mufic compare it, 
'Tis likely, if you were not deaf you might hear it. 

VII. 
Her Legs are proportioned to bear what they've carry'd, 
And equally pair'd, as if happily marry'd ; 
But Wedlock will fometimes the beft friends divide, 
By her Spouie fo (he's ferv'd when he throws them afide. 

G 
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VIII. 
Not too Tall, nor too Short, but I'll venture to fay^ 
She's a very good Size — in the Middling way. 
She's — aye, that fhe is, — fhe is all — but I'm wrong, 
Her All I can't fay, for I've fung All my Song. 



SONG LXV. 

WHAT'S THAT TO ME? 

Tune, — The dainty Dames who trip along* 

1 H E blue Clouds from the Skies are fled, 
And vapours cap the Mountain's Head ; 
The Lord of Day refigns his reign, 
While Twilight uihers in her Train. 

But, what's all this to me ? 

II. 
By Shepherds whittling o'er the Wold, 
The tinkling Flocks are drove to fold ; 
Her brimming Pail the Milk-maid bears, 
And hears her Love, or think (he hears — 

Yet, what's all this to me f 

III. 
From reeking Pools the Steams afcend, 
Tall leafy Trees their fhades extend ; 
Evening appears in matron grey, 
And puts to blufh the rakifh Day. 

Still, what's all this to me? 
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IV. 

The flow'ry Beds have loft their bloom, 
The verdant Grove's conceal'd in gloom, 
The Landfcapes die upon the fight, 
And chilly fpreads the veil of night. 

Well ! what's all this to me t 

V. 
Tho' difmal birds begin to prowl, 
The flitting Bat, the hooting Owl ; 
And Gloworms glimmer feeble rays, 
The link-boys of the lightfoot Fays, 

Why, what*s all this to met 

VI. 
Yes, yes, in truth, for when 'twas dark, 
A light I 'fpy'd, and blefs'd.the mark ; — ' 
I hemm'd, and quick the cafement op'd, 
How leap'd my heart, my fearch was ftopp'd, 

And, that was much to me* 

vir. 

€< Hift, (cries my fair one) foftly creep* 
" The old folks are both fad afleep, 
" Lord ! how our Houfe-dog makes a din ! 
*' But I'll Ileal down, and let you in." 

Now, what do you think of wet 

VIII. 
When fafe we met, few words were faid, 
For fear by voice to be betray *d ; — ( 

So what was done I will not fay, 
'Twas Love look'd on, and bid us play. 

But, what is that .to thecf 
G 2 



[ "4 ] 

IX. 

Love's raptur'd Rites are fecret Joys, 
Profan'd by Sots and babbling Boys ; 
But we Initiates never boail, 
Fidelity *s our general Toaft. 

Here's that my Friend* to thee 



SONG LXVL 

THE SENTIMENT SONG. 

Tune,— Sing Tantararara Toaft all. 

I. 

XJlnner o'er, and Grace faid, we'll for Buiinefs prepare, 
Arrang'd right and left in fupport of the Chair, 
We'll Chorus our Song as the circling Toaft paffes, 
And manage our Bumpers as Muiical GlaiTes. 

Sing Tantararara Toaft all. 

To your Lips, my Convivials, the Burgundy lift, 
May we never want Courage when put to a Shift : — 
Here's what Tars diflike, and what Ladies like belt,— 
What's that? — you may whifper, why 'tis to beprefs'd! 

III. 
Ye Fowlers who eager at Partridges aim, 
Don't mark the maim'd Covey, but mind better Game ; 
'Tis Beauty's the Sport to repay Sportfmen's trouble, 
And there may our Pointers jt and Jliff in the Stubble* 
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IV. 
To Game we give Law, and Game Laws we have {kill in,-— 
Here's Love's Laws, and they who thojt Laws are fulfilling* 
But never may Damfels demur to our /port , 
Nor we fuffer Nonfuits when call'd into Court. 

v. , 

As the Indians are warring, our Game we muft flufh, 
On our breafts, as we lye, we prefcnt thro 9 a Bufh— 
Here's the Nejt in that Bufh, and the Bird-nefiing Lover} 
Here's Middle/ex Bufh-fghting t —rcft and recover. 

VI. 

Aflhmatical Gluttons exift but to eat r 
They purchafe repletions at each Turtle treat ; 
Love's feaft boafb a flavour unknown to made difhes— 
Here's Lifc*s Dainty, drift d witK thefweetfaucc of Kijis. 

VII. 
Fair Wfal ev'ry Lafs, fair may fine Ladies fall, 
No colour I'll Ex on, but drink to them all ; 
The black the brtnette, and the golden- lock'd Dame— 
The Lock of all Locks, and unlocking the fame. 

VIII. 

More upright foreknowledge that Lock is commanding, 
Than all other Locks, aye, or Locke's Underftanding i 
That Lock has the Cafrtt of Cupid within it, 
So — Here's to the Key Lads, — the Critical Minute. 

IX. 

Lads pour out Libations from Bottles and Bowls, 
The Mother of All-Faints is drank by All-Souls.— 
Here's the Down Bed of Beauty which upraiies Man, 
And beneath the Thatch' d-Houfe the miraculous Can- 

G-3 
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X. 

The Dock-Yard which furnijha Great Britain'* Fleets, 
The Bookbinders Wives manufacYring in Sheets, 
The Brown Female* Reaper, who dares undertake her ? 
' And the Wife of Will Wattle— The neat Bajkct-maker. 

XL 
Here's Bathjhcba's Cockpit where David flood Centry ; 
Eve's Cujlom-houfe, where Adam made tfiejirft Entry ; 
The plea/ant plac'd Water-jail 'midft Bujhy Park ; 
The Nick makes the Tailfland, the Farrier's Wife's Mark. 

XII. 

That the Hungry beJdVd with rich Things let us Jay ; 
And well pleas 3 d the Rich bejent empty away.~— 
The Miller' j Wife's Muftc ; — the Lafs that's JLamb-like j — 
And Ftncc of the Farmer on Top of Love's Dike. 

XIII. 
Bat why from this round-about phrafe mnft be guefa'd, 
What in one Jingle fyllable's better exprefs'd; 
That fyllable then I my Sentiment call, 
So here's to that word, which is, one word for all* 

Sing Tantararara Toaft all* 



SONG LXVII. 

THE DAMN'D HONEST FELLOW. 

Tune, — Old Woman at Grimftone. 

As a Choice-Spirit bred fo TM choicely behave, 
My Bucks I'm damn'd honeft and free ; 

As to Rules, they're for Fools; I'll be nobody's flave 3 
The Minifter mult do for ma* 
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II. 

If he does not, or cannot, for that's all the fame, 

But leaves me to fink or to fwim ; 
If he won't do for me when I fend in my name, 

Why, dam'me then, I'll do for him. 

III. 
If Geojlcb did bat tip me a Place, or a Poft, 

If I didn't clear all, I'll be curft. 
I'll take care that nothing (hall ever be loft, 

Of myielf though, I'll take care the firft. 

IV. 
The Government's Tools to a Man I wou'd ftrift, 

Corruption's the Nation's difgrace ; 
The Treafury'a Lord, why I'll turn him adrift, 

And whip myfelf plump a hit place* 

V. 
The National Debt Iil wet-fpunge it away, 

The Sinking Fund that I wou'd drown ; 
And when we bold Britons have nothing to pay. 

Why then all our Money's our own. 

' vi. 

As to Scotchmen, Vtifcotch them all off, never fear, 

They are Jacobites all to man ; 
Pray tell me what buiinefs have fuch fellows here ? 

I'm a Briton, and hate tv*ry Clan. 

VII. 
They have nothing to do with our Meat and our Drink* 

I grant you they're clever, but ftill 
We're ten times as dever, if we wou'd but think, 

And one time or other we will. 

G 4 
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VIII. 
Like Foxes I'll hunt Prefbyterians to Church, 

For zounds we'll be all orthodox ; 
The Subfidy Princes I'll leave in the lurch, 

And Stockjobbers let in the flock*. 

IX. 

My Friends I'll provide for, and thus I'll begin ; ~ 
Archbiihop of York fhall make room,-—- 

His Pulpit I've promis'd to my Whipper-in, 
The Lord Chancellor's Seat to my Groom. 

X. 

My Grand Buck at Drinking mail Admiral be ; 

I've Judgment in all I defign : — 
He furely muft prove beft Commander at Sea 

Who's beft at an Ocean of Wine. 

XI. 

Now as to Land-Service, Excifc I'll dilband, 
And I'll banifti the Watch from the ftreet ; 

Betwixt York and Lunnon no Turnpikes (hall (land, 
And I'll burn the King's Bench and the Fleet. 

XII. 
As to Smugglers, why curfe on the Cuftom-houfc Tribe ; 

Of Placemen, I'll foon make an end ; 
I'll hang the firft fellow I find take a bribe, — 
Except 'twas a Buck, — and my Friend* 

XIII. 
So now for a Toaft— ftay— what Toaft (hall we have ? 

Why Liberty — can we fay more.— 
And he who won't pledge it I'm fure is a Slave, 

And i Slave is a 6on of a Whore. 
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XIV. 
A Wrfe to be fare ! that's the fafhion in Town, 

And fafhion for Wives to make free ; 
But I won't be humm'd, I'll have none of my own, 

What Friends have will always ferve me. 

XV. 

So here's to that Girl who will give one a fhare, 

But as for thofe Jilts who deny, 
So curfedly coy, tho' they've fo much to fpare— 

But drink, Brother Bucks, for I'm dry. 



SONG LXVIII. 

LIBERTY- HALL. 

Tune, — Derry down* 

I. 

v/LD Homer ! — but with him what have we to do ? 
What are Grecians, or Trojans, to me or to you ? 
Such Heathenifh Heroes no more I'll invoke, 
Choice Spirits affift me, attend Hearts of Oak. 

Derry down/ 

II. 

Sweet Peace, belov'd handmaid of Science and Art, 
Unanimity take your Petitioner's part ; 
Accept of my Song, 'tis the bell I can do — 
But ft/ft, may it pleafe ye — my fervice to you> 
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fcAaps my Addrefi yott may premature thinfc; 
Becaufe I have raentionM nbToaft as I drink ; 
There are many fine Toails, but the beft of 'em all 
Is the Toaft of the Times; that is liberty-Hall. 

IV. 

That fine Britffh building by Alfred was fram'd, 
Its grand corner-ftone Magna Charta is nam'd ; 
Independency came at Integrity's call, 
And form'd the front pillars of Libetty-Hatt. 

V. 
This Manour our forefathers bought with their blood, 
Arid their fons, and their foirs fons, have prov'd the deeds 

good; 
By that title we live, with that title we'll fall, 
For Life is not Life out of Liberty -Hall. 

VI. 

In mantle of honour, each ftar-fpangled fold, 
Playing bright in the fun-mirte, the burnifh of gold, 
Truth beams on her breaft ; fee, at Loyalty'* call, 
The Genius of England in Liberty-Hall. 

VII. 
Ye fweet fmelling Courtlings of ribband and lace* 
The fpaniels of Power, and Bounty's difgrace* 
So fupple, fo fervile, fo paflive ye fall, 
'Twas Paffive-obedience loft Liberty- Hall. 

VIII. 
But when Revolution had fettl'd the crown; 
And Natural Reafon knock'd Tyranny down, 
No frowns cloath'd with Terror appear'd to appal 1> 
The doors were thrown open of Liberty-Hall. 
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IX. 

See England triumphant, her -mips fweep the fea, 
Her ftandard is Jufiice, her watch word be free; 
Our King is our Countryman, Englishmen all, 
God bless him, and blefs us, in Liberty-Hall* 

X. 

On vere is des AH — Monfieur wants to know, 
'Tis neither at Marli, Verfailles, Pontainbleau : 
'Tis a palace of no mortal architect's art, 
For Liberty-Hall is an Englishman's Heart. 

Derry down. 



SONG LXIX. 

A M E L I A. 

Tune, — Ye Lajfes who drive from the Smoke of the Town, 

ONE eve from Whift Table Amelia withdrew, 

Join'd our Group, and (he begg'd we'd explain -r- • 
Why year after year, by Wit's common-place Crew, 

We are told Life's fo fhort and fo vain. 
With a Look that fpoke more than all Cicero faid, 
To me flew her order*— I bow'd, and obey'd. 

II. 
" Our Sex, my fair Curious, are Vanity's fools, 

" On bubbles of Self-love we foar; 
*' However a patron may penfion his tools, 

" Dependency dodges for more. 
" The Grofs. of Mankind are fuch near-fighted elves, 
•« As Trafh they behold all the World,— but themfelve*. 

G 6 
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IIL 

€t Ulib'ral Ingratitude always will fcold, 

" Expectancy's ever in pain ; 
" Abufe gives her tongue, and you need not be told, 

" The mod worthlefs are always moil vain. 
" Like pure filent flreams, Merit keeps in its plate, 

Aproach Dunce's torrent, Froth flies in your face* 

IV. 



€€ 



** When you blefs the day, with your figure and face* 

41 InfenftbUs feem to admire; 
•* By Love's EleHricities — Beauty and Grace, 

" Ev'n Dullrtffs is (truck with define. 
" Life's not worth without you, one half day's expence, 
" Tis a World without Sun, and a Soul without Senfe. 

V. 

* O ! wou'd ye, Ineffable* f wou'd you endure, 

4€ To beftow upon Man a new birth ; 
*' Your Forms are Specifics to furniih the cure, 

" And eradicate folly from earth. 
" To you, as our Sovereign, we offer our Hearts, 
" And only are happy when you tak« our parts." 
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SONG LXX. 

THE HUMBUG. 

Tunc,— The Man who is drunk is void of all Care. 

I. 

X HAT Living's a Joke, Johnny Cay has exprefs'd, 

Fal de roll, toll loll. 
In earned we'll make all we can of the Jefi; 

Loll de roll, S3c. 
A load of conceits, a long life we are lugging, 
Which fome arehumbugg'd by, and fome are humbugging. 

Fal de roll, &c. 
II. 
His Honour with confequence charges his face, 
Bows round to the Levee, and ogles His Grace ; 
Then whHpers his friend, Sir, depend on my Word,*— 
But if you depend, you're humbugg'd by the Lord. 

III. 
Says Patty the prude, and (he wide fpread her fan,— 
$Ae marry ! What I 1 go to bed to a Man ? 
J deteft all Male Creatures! my God I — I Jhallfwoonl 
She did— and was brought to-bed, faith, before noon ! 

IV. 

To London Pa fent her, when bloom was regain'd, 
Invi'late her Maidenhead there (he maintain'd ; 
For a Virgin was wed, (he knew how to be mum, 
£o gain'd a good Huiband, her Hufbaad a Hum. 
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V. 

Mifs nicely obferv'd, wafily wulgar's this word, 
Lmmenfely indelicate, monfirous abfurd : 
Yet laft night, dear Mifs, when you thought yourfelf fnug^ 
Yoo confefs'd — without loving — lijc's all a humbug, 

VI. 
The wanton Wife often, too often I fear, 
Proves Words to be Fads when (he calls her Spoufe Deer : 
And enjoys the fweet cheat as flol'n pleafures ihe hugs* 
How cunningly now ihe her Cuckold humbugs. 

VII. 
But Hatband at home, as few marry'd men wifh, 

.Fal de roll, toll loll* 
To dine ev^y day on the very fame difh, 

Loll de roll, Z3c. 
Makes a meal with her Maid, the thing publicly known is, 
A Tete-a-Tete feaft, call'd the Lex Talionis. 

Fal de roll, &€. 



«MH*I 



SONG LXXI. 

DOODLE DOO« 

• Tune, —Ev'ry taker e fine Ladies flirting. 

I. 

YOUNGLINGS fond of Female Cbaces, 
Mount on Hopes in Wedlock's Races, 
Some for Fortune, fome for Faces. 

Doodle, doodle, doc, £&• 
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n. 

Oh ! th' extatic joys which flow, fir, 
When two fools congenial glow, fir, 
This above, and that below, fir. 

Ill- 
Each 'gainft each, like Wrtftlers, twining, 
Each with each engagement joining, 
Now refitting, now resigning, 

IV. 

When imparadis'd they're pairing, 
Ev'ry nerve ftretch'd to its bearing, 
Hardly knowing what or wherein. 

V. 

Fainting, panting— -pulfes thrilling -* 
She— -obedient waits, and willing, 
But he's out of breath with billing. 

VI. 

Fain the Fair wou'd fondly dally, 
Looking Love — » but he don't rally, 
Rather feeming — (hilly ihally. 

VIL 

Rifling, fmiling, fhe cries — fo ! fo I 

Go you naughty creature, go! go I 

While he yawns out ah I — ah /— oh I — oh t 

VIII. 

This indeed too oft the cafe is, 
Men will furious fall on Faces, 
Then fall off into Difgracts, 
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IX. 

All the work they make with wooings, 
Couplings, changings, curlings, cooings, 
Are but doodle doodle doings. 

X. 

Falling back, then falling to, fiir, 
We, like babies, beauties woo, fur, 
Love is —Cock a doodle do, Sir. 

Doodle, doodle, doo, €3c* 



SONG LXXII. 

THE COMET. 

Tunc, — Shou'd I once beevrne great, what a Bujinefs 

'twou'd be. 

W'ERE old Homer here I wou'd make the wretch fee, 

(Quoth Venus J whom 'tis he abufes; 
What bufinefs has any Verfe-monger with me ? 

Their Prudes let them flick to,— the Mufes.— 
And fo I was wounded by rough Diomedc ? 

A pretty drefs'd up fort of flory ; , 
See Jupiter- (miles — but Papa now, indeed, 

'Tis not for your Honour and Glory. 
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ir. 

Why will you permit thefe Mortality Frights, 

What Olympus has plann'd to review ? 
Don't fufFer fuch Reptiles to creep oat at nights 

T'obferve what we Deities do. 
Immenfely impertinent 'twas, you mull own, 

My Tranfit to fee and expofe it ; 
Becaufe, 'tother day, I juft drove out of Town, 

Their Spectacles peep'd in «ny Clofet. 

in. 

A moment jfavc laid his bright dignity down, 

And let Laughter illumine his face ; 
To his Daughter reply'd,— Cytharea, a frown 

Becomes not the Emprefs of Grace. 
Thofe Atoms of Clay which you fee to and fro, 

Skip about on yon 1 Globular Cruft, 
like the blue on a plumb are but Infects you know 

A mere Animalculous Duft, 

IV. 

Thofe Emmets, 'tis true, fcientifical prate, 

A race of half-reafoning Elves, 
Who all can account (as they think) for my State, 

Yet know not the State of themfelves. 
They pretend to examine Eternity's rules,— 

The Caufe of all Caufes difpute ; — • 
I'll {hew you thefe arrogant Earth-worms are Fools, 

And thus all their Syftcras confute. 
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v. 

Away, at his word, the vaft Comet rulh'd forth, 

And fwift thro' immenfity blaz'd ; 
Yet AttraHion went on, tho' it girdl'd the Earth — 

On Earth, how the Star-peepers gaz'd. 
Each circPd, and circl'd a fcheme of his own. 

And reafon'd about, and awry ; 
In derifion, a moment, Immortals look down, 

'Twas a J eft for the Sons of the Sky. 

4 

VI. 

Be humble ye Beings of feeble Threefcore, 

Shall Finites, — infinity fcan ? 
The beft of us only are Men, and no more — 

And, at beft, only chink what it Man t 
A contrary mixtnm of Pity and Seem, 

Pride, Servility, Sorrow, and Mirth % 
In a Moment he's made, in a Moment he's horn* 

In a Moment again he is Earth. 

vn. 

Sons of Error ; for that's all the birthright ye (hare. 

As ev'ry day's a&ions make known ; 
No longer let Vanity gaze into Air, 

But think of itfelf and look down. — 
Yet hold ! — let us think, — to look down, did I Ay F 

I did fo, — and Co feize my Cup, 
Come, do as I do, and I'll (hew you the way, 

The beft way, my Lads, to look up. 
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SONG LXXIII. 

T H E B L O O D. 

Tune, — Tars of Old England 

Y E learn'd of the Age, 
Each Artiil, each Sage, 
Ye Speakers at fam'd Robinhood, 
Defcribe, or decline, 

Or derive, or define, 
What the Character is of a Blood ? 

II. 

Macaronies fo neat, 

Pert Jemmies fo fweet, 
With all their effeminate brood | 

Free-Mafons fo fhy, 

Choice Spirkt fo high, 

Are kick'd out of doors by a Blood* 

III. 

If making a Bet, 

Or if taking a Whet, 
Or if beating the Rounds he thinks good, ' 

Who dare to oppofe, 

Will be pluck'd by the Nofe, 
With a — DarrC i mt t Sir, a* n't I a Blood? 

IV. 

If the Con ft able queer, 

And the Watch fhou'd appear, 
His Riots to quell, if they cou'd, 

Without compliment, 

Out of Window they're fent, ' 
And that is fine fun for a Blood. 
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V. 

He laughs at Old Nick, 

Calls Religion a trick, 
And his Argument can't be withftood ; 

'Tis a Bett or an Oath, 

But mod commonly both, 
As to Reafoa, — What's that to a Blood? 

VI. * 

As we have but our Day, 

Even Bloods mutt decay, 
He wou'd keep it up dill if he cou'd ; 

But his Manours foreclosed, 

And his Honour expos'd, 
He muft dye as he liv'd — like a Blood* 

VII. 

To retrench wou'd be bafe, 

To repent a Difgrace, 
So he a&s juft as Geniufles (hou'd ; 

By a Med'dne of Lead, 

Warm apply'd to his Head, 
He cures the Difeafe of — a Blood. 



SONG LXXIV. 

DO THE SAME. 

Tune, — Haw d'ye do 9 

JVlAKK Anthony gave up the world for a Girl, 
And be who'd not do the fame is a Churl. 
Do the /ante I that's the Thing; — do not think me to blame 
If a Bumper I drink, — will not you do the fame ? 
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n. 

But what do you think that I mean by all thi* f 
Why Evil to them who imagine amifs, 
Hit or mifs, Luck is all ; are the Lucky to blame? 
No, no, do but win— we wou'd all do the fame. 

III. 
The dainty-fed Dame, in unpinn'd difhabille, 
To the Swain of her fighs upon tiptoe will ileal } 
Voluptuoufly welcomes the fenfe- piercing Kifs, 
And gives up her Soul to the dangerous blifs. 

IV. 

While foft broken murmurs betray her delight, 
The milling leaves play through the ft ill of the night. 
As if to her tremblings they kept Time and Tune ; 
Above mildly fhone, in pale fplendor, the Moon. 

V. 

Lady Luna down looking, the lufcious fcene fee*, 
Withdrew her beams, blufhing, from filver-topp'd trees ; 
In a cloud veils her face, crying out, Jiejorjhame, 
To Endymion drives off, — and with him dots the fame. 

VI. 
Tis Hypocrify's Humour, the Ton of the Times, 
To lay on our Neighbours the Load of our Crimes ; 
The failings of Friends we to Slander proclaim, 
But fink our own Sinnings, — won't you do the fame. 

VII. 
Rcafon ne'er had the Head-ach, no Toafls he'll approve ; 
Reafon ne'er had the Heart-ach— he ne'er was in Love. 
But poor honeft Inftintt, he's always to blame, 
For he'll drink and he'll love, and— why, we do the fame. 
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VIJI. 
My Country / my Country I that Phrafc cannot fail ; 
'Tis the Bait Voters bite at, the Tub for the Whale. 
Diftinction, on each fide, is only a name ; 
For this fide, and that fide,— both fides do the fame* 

DC. 

Let us, without blaming or this fide or that, 
Only keep to oar own fide, and mind what we're at. 
I wou'd be at fomething, but what, 1 won't name, 
Yet to Toaft it I'll teach you, and drink to the farm* 

X. 

Your fentiment, Decency* gire it to me, — 
The Quaker's Addrcfs, Friend, I drink unto thee. 
So here's to't, and to thee ; and pray who's to blame ? 
Why him — can you find him! who won't do the fame. 



SONG LXXV. 

LOVE AND WINE^s PARTNERSHIP. 

Tune,— No more let us trouble our Heads 'bout the State. 

1 T was as one morning on Ida Jove fhone, 

All frantic the Queen of Love flew in, 
Her arms fhe expanded, embracing his throne, 

Saying, Sire, oh fave me from Ruin ! 
For Juftice Dione to Jupiter prays, 

They abandon my Temples and Shrine, fir, 
That Sot and his Sots, have extinguifh'd my Blaze, 

And drown'd Beauty's Altars in Wine, fir. 
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II. 

By Styx, but 'tis falfe, jolly Bacchus reply'd ; 

Such flandcr I'll never endure, Ma'am. 
Love's pains to afTwage.men that many things try'd* 

In me only met with their Cure, Ma'am. 
Your ignorant Urchin, your Booby, is blind, 

And fcatters his Arrows at random ; 
The Heart they mi fie ad, and they madden the Mind ; 

'Tis Wine which alone can withftand 'em. 

III. 

Where is it ? th' Olympical Grand called out, 

Young Semele bumper'd Champaign, fir, 
Full nimbly the Genius brufh'd it about. — 

Quoth Monarchy, Pll drink again, fir. 
So laying his Lightning's Artillery down, 

His Trefles imperially making, 
To Venus put on a majeitical frown, 

Saying, Certainly you are mijiaken. 

IV. 

Miftaken, Papa ? — Mifs pray hold your tongue, 

You'd better, -^ Jove thunder'd to Venus, 
Ton 'Onner (fie pertly reply'd) you are wrong, 

Celeftials be Judges between us. 
Go, Mercury, fummon the States of the Sky. 

Thus order'd Lord Chancellor Jove, fir, 
At Ida's Exchequer this Suit they Jhall try, 

Decreeing for Wine or for Love, fir. 
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V. 

Their Worlhips went firfl on the Cyprian Caufe, 

Unarray'd, Beauty figur'd before them ; 
What licking of lips, what hums, and what hahs ! 

What peeping there was 'mong the Quorum ! 
Th« Patron of Vines faw 'twouM go for the Wench, 

Unlefs that a Dud ho cou'd kick up, 
Tipp'd Hermes the wink, and they bumper'd the Bencfc 

'Till the Court only chorus'd a Hickup. 

VI. 

With eye-lids half-closM, one attempted at Speech* 

But wind over*charg'd his exprelfion. 
My Opin—nin—nin—nin — but bump on his Breech. 

He fquatted, and fnor'd out the Seffion. 
Apollo was Chairman, in full buckled wig, 

For that Day, being Juno's Phyfician, 
Smelt Cane, ftrok'd his Chin, us'd hard words, and 
look'd big, 

As became his Right Worship's Condition. 

VII. 

The Statutes, quoth he, — the Statutes at Largej— 

Aye and fmall too, declare Coram Nob. — 
But his Head was too heavy to utter the Charge, • 

It dropp'd, — and down fell his full Bob : — 
An Emblem of what often happens below, 

Stupidity office difg races ; 
For Folly has friends, and too many we know — 

And we know the Wile Folks too want Places. 



"* 
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VHI. 
Now Bacchus and %*uj agreed 'twixt themfelvts 

Altercation hereafter to Another; 
At Dulnefs to laugh, tho' 'mong dignify'd elves, 

And friendly affift one another. 
But now mind the Moral : 'Tis clever to think, 

And think too about fomething clever ; — 
Since Wine make as Love, and fince Love makes us drink* 

Here's Drinking and Loving for ever. 



SONG LXXVI. 

COURTSHIP, 

Tune,— To all yt Ladies now at at Land* 

JuET others fing of Flames and Darts, 

And all love's lullaby; 
Of crying Eyes, and cracking Hearts— 

The Deuce a bit will I. 
If you are willing, I'm fo too, 
If not— why there's no more to do. 

With fa, la, la. 

II. 

Shou'd you expect, in Sorrow's guife, 

I'll wear a woeful face, < 
Such maudlin Mumm'ry I defpife, 

Mine is no Lovefick Cafe— 
'Tis but my Whim, e'en make it thine, 
Then Whim to Whim, and yours to mine. 

H 
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in. 

Or if you think in golden rain. 

Like Jove, I'll pave my way, 
Such expectations are but vain, 

I've only this to fay,— 
You've fomething which I would be at, 
I've fomething too ; — fo Tit for Tat. 

IV. 

Your Tafte, your Talk, I may admire, 

And praife, with truth, your Face ; 
Your fparkliag Eyes that fpeak Defire, 

And give Expreflion Grace. 
Yet there's a — — but I'll not be bold, 
Nor fay, what's better took than told. 

V. 

Well kens the Lafs what I would win, 

And well I ken the Road ; 
He 'that is out wou'd fain be in. 

1 

A Patriot A-la-mode. — 

As you're my Sov'reign grant me Grace, 
I only afk a little Place. 

VI. 

Lead faid, they fay, is mended foon, 

With you I'll not difpute ; 
111 tafles the long requeued Boon 

'Tis fweet,when fhort's the fuit. 
Then grant, with Grace, the Grace I fue, 
Or let me, without Grace, fall to. 

Withja % la, la. 
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SONG LXXVII. 

GOD SAVE THE KING. 

Tune, — While Waves rtboundfrom Albion* sjhort. 

IE hardy Sons of Honour's Land, 
Where Freedom Magna Charta plann'd, 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea ; 
On evVy fhore where fait tides roll, 
From Eaft to Weft, from Pole to Pole, 
Fair Conqueft celebrates your Name, 
Witnefs'd aloud by wond'ring Fame, 

When ! when will you be free ? 

IT. 
Miftafce me not, my Hearts of Oak, 
I fcora with Li b e r t t to joke, 

Ye Sov'reigns of the Sea; 
<No right I blame, I praife no wrong. 
But ling an Independent Song,— 
Since Minifters mud be with flood, 
And Patriots are but Flefh and Blood, 

I dare with both be free. 

III. 

While Grange told tales from Scribbler's pen, 
Difturb the heads of honeft men, 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea ; 
The tram of temporizing Slaves, % 

Who earn their daily bread as Knaves, 
Heedlefs which fide may rife or fall, 
The Ready Money — that's their All. 

Such fellows can't be free. 

H 2 
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IV. 
We meet for Mirth, we meet to Sing, 
And jolly join — God fave the King, 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea; 
Af Honeft Inftinft points the way, 
Oar King, our Country, we obey; 
Yet pay to neither fide our Court, 
Bat Liberty in both fapport, 

As Men who fliou'd be free. 

V. 

AffiH, Uphold yoar Church and State, 

See Great Men Good, and Good Men Great; 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea ; 
Shun Party, that unwelcome Gueft, 
No Tenant for a Briton's Breaft. 
Forget, Forgive, in Fa&ion's Spite, 
Awe All Abroad, at Home unite, 

Then, then, my Friends you're free* 

VI. 
Ye Sov'reigns of Wide Ocean's Waves, 
To Heroes long enfhrin'd in Graves, 

A requiem let us fing ; 
I Alfred, Henry, Edward name,— - 
Then William, our Deliverer came : 
May future Ages Brunswick own, 
Perpetual Heir to England?* Throne, 

So here's God save the King* 
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N. 

Tune,— 'As I went o'er the Meadows, no matter tlie Day* 

AS Home I return'd, it was late in- the Day, 
Thro' Weftminfter Abbey, I knew, was my way, 
And there I beheld,— or believ'd that I faw, 
A terrible Spedre, with Teeth wanting Jaw. 
The Figure was frightful, as you may fuppofe, 
His Sockets were Eyelefs, and never a Nofe. 

II. 
I, trembling, addrefs'd him with — Sir, I prefume 
Your Worflup is walking from Nightingale's Tomb ? , 
As Milton obferves, fo he grinn'd for a Smile, 
And, (talking off, beckon'd me down the dark Ifle. 
But faith I won't /«&»,— and loudly I fpoke, 
Then took to my heels, but I tumbl'd— and 'woke. 

III. 
% My Joy cou'd you guefs, when, recover'd, I fpy'd 
My Girl fweetly deeping, and warm by my fide; 
Such Lips ! fuch a Neck ! then her cheeks had a hue 
Like Rofes juft moift with the the Summer Morn's Dew. 
I prefs' her clofe to me, nay held her too tight, 
For faith I was fcarcely efcap'd frdm my fright* 

IV. 
Awaking, (he tenderly call'd out,— My Dear! 
What ails you ? you (hake fo, you're not well I fear? 
What pleafure this is tho', quoth me to my/elf, 
To have Love alive here, inftead of that Elf? 
With rapture I fell on the dear Creature's Face, 
With rapture the fond one return'd my Embrace. 

H 3 
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v. 

Let Fribbles with Beauty as Fribbles behave, 
And Pedantry boaft, he is no Paffion's Slave. 
Let Pride, folly- teeming, lure drefs-lc-ving Elves, 
To fcorn the Enjoyment of all— but themfelves. 
Such things we defpife, and them only approve, 
Whofe Hearts Efteem ripens from Friendlhip to Love. 



SONG. LXXIX. 

TRANSIST OF VENUS. 

Tone— Had I but the Way to turnfome Things to Gold* 

Astrologers lately a Buflle have made. 

How round the Sun Venus cou'd dance it, 
With optic, catoptric, dioptric parade, 

To fpy how genteel was her Traniit. 
* Between you and I, tho 'twas mal-a-propo, 

T'examine a fine Woman's Actions, 
For were we to look among Ladies below, 

What Frays it wouM make ? and what Fractions ? 

II. 
Good-lack how they look'd at this wonderful Sight.— 

A wonderful Sight ! but what is it ? 
When all came to all, and when all came to light, 

Love's Regent, paid Neptune a Vifit. 
Bedew'd by the Salt-water Spray as (he rofe, 

To Apollo her Beautyfhip run *, 
Intending to dry her Olympical Cloaths, 

So flood between us and the Sun. 

• X*n pro ran, for the Rhtfflc Sake. 
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in. 

While pointing your Glafles, and winking each way, 

Inquifitives, what did you fee ? 
Does th' Emprefs of Joy, now, friends, honeftlyfay, 

Wear Garters above, or 'low knee ? 
A fig for the farce of your fchemes and your fcrolls, 

Eclipfes indeed ye may (hew, 
But as to each Orb which high over us rolls, 

Not an Inch pad your Nofes ye know. 

VI. 

Into Ditch Tholes fell, with his Telefcope geer, 

At midnight wou'd Stargazing roam, 
When brought back bedaub'd, all hia Spouft feid w*ft> Dear 

You had better obferve things at hone. 
If Hu/bandt who ramble, this Maxim wou'd mind, 

And put it but once to the proof, 
Obferve things at Home j go but Home and they'll find, * 

At Home they have Bufineft enough. 

«. - . • .* 

8 O N O LXXX. 

MARIA. ' ■ ' 

Tunc— Iantha Lovely, the Joy of the Plain. 

ONE day, by appointment, Maria I met, 
That day of Delight, I remember it yet. 
As the meadow we crofs'd, to avoid the town's croud, 
The Sun feem'd eclips'd by a black fpreading cloud* 
Efcaptng the (hower, to Barn we fail fled, 
There fafc heard the pattering rain over head. 

H 4 
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II. 

Some moments I fuJFer'd my Fair to take breath, 

Then, fighing, (he cry'd, '• Lord ! I'm frighted to Death; 

44 Suppofe, now, by any one I Jhou'd be feen ?" 

44 Nay, nay, now, — nay, pray now— dear — what do 

you mean ?" 
44 Had I thought you'd be half fo rude — fye ! for fhame ! 
** I wiih I'd been wet to the ikin e'er I came. 

III. 

u You will have a Kifs then !— why, take one or two ! 
44 I beg you won't teize me!*- Lord! what wou'd 

you do? 
" You'll tear all one's things— I ne'er faw fuch a Man ! 
" I will hold both your hands ! —Aye, do if you can. 
44 Is this your Lore for me ? — is this all your care ? 
44 I'll never come near you again,— now, I fwear !" 

IV, 

As (he pufh'd me away, Love explained by her eyes, 
Refillance was only to heighten the Prize ; 
Her Face chang'd, alternate, from Scarlet to Snow, 
Her neck rofe and fell fail, her Language was low. 
Such Beauty ! but more of that fcene was not (hewn — 
For Decency here bid her Curtain drop down. 

V. 

The Storm being over, all Sunlhine the Air, 

When inftant rofe up, the yet Love-looking Fair* 

Crying, hark ! there's cmt Mens— do look out, my Dear, 

I muft be bewitch'd, I am fure, to come here. 

My things how they're rumpled ? — Lord ! let me begonp, 

What have you bean doing ? and what have I done ? 
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VI. 

Into this fatal place, I mod folemnly vow, 

I innocent enter'd — but am I fo now ? 

I'm ruin'd — I never myfelf can forgive— 

I'll leap in die Brook, — for I'm Aire I can't live! — 

If I do, my whole life will be wailed in Grief, 

Unlefs here 7 to-morrow you'll give me Relief. 



SONG LXXXI. 

ADMINISTRATION. 

Tune, — In this Mirror Bucks behold. 



I. 

uEE this Bumper, Bucks be gay, 

I fcorn all impofition ; 
If you'll pledge my Toaft you may, 

Tis Courtjhip's Coalition* 
When two Parties clofe embrace, 

And feparation fmother, 
He is upright in his Place, 

And downright is the other. 

11. 

* 

Whether 'tis to rife or fall, 

Yet ftill his time improving, 

In the Cockpit at Whitehall 

The bed of meafures moving* 

Hi 
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Outs will fometimes Ins become, 

'Twixt both fides bold he venture** 

Puihing things with vigour home, 
Adminiftration enters. 

in. 

Certain of a ftrong fupport, 

Each op'ning he embraces, 
All the time he flays at Court 

His friends preferve their places. 
The Members he depends upon, 

When plac'd in proper Station, 
The Star above the Garter won 

At Beauty's Inftallation. 

IV. 
In Love and State exalt the fame, 

Refpecting Mankind's wifhes, 
All the Cupboard's Key wou'd gain 

To plunder Loaves and Fijhcs. 
Placemen England have difgrae'd, 

The daily papers tell us, 
Howfoe'er you have men plac'd, 

Non Placets will be jealous. 

V. 

Minifters may Places fill, 

I buy none, nor am felling ; 
A Thatch 'd Houfe underneath the Hill 

Is what I chufe to dwell in. 
Tho' it has no high-rais'd Roof, 

Yet Profpe&s can command, fir, 
Not fo low, but Room enough 

For me upright to ftand, fir. 




f. 
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VI. 

On the Hill, along the Dale, 

I fometimes turn a Rover, 
Then within the Mofly Vale 

I flily creep to cover. 
There's the Sport, and that's the Spot, 

'Tis Pleafure's wild Plantation, 
Left the Toaft ftiou'd be forgot — 

Here's Love's Affbciation* 



SONG LXXXII. 

FAIR PLAY. 

Tune, — When the Nymphs were contending for 

Beauty and Grace, 

I. 

-T RIENDS, Britons, and Countrymen, heed what you &y 4 
Let Englijhmen ever fliew all folks fair play ; 
Look up, and reflect, e'er ye dare to defpife, 
We are all Sons alike of one Lord of the Skies. 

II. 

Does He give to the Savage, the Turk, or the Jew t 
The Indian, or Catholic, lefs than to You f 
But Prejudice blinds us, that mind-maddening Elf, 
We all wou'd be wifer than Wisdom itfelf. 

H 6 
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III. 

The unfeeling Bale deny Sorrow a tear, 
Vulgarities dare at Deformity fheer ; 
Tho 9 pity, 'tis true, bat Observance will find 
The term Vulgar takes in two-thirds of Mankind. 

IV. 

■ 

We wrangle, we ridicule, laugh, and defpair, 
Then rafhly oar, what we call, Reafons declare ; 
Iliib'ral on Cuftoms and Countries decree, 
And fentence each Being born 'tother fide Sea. 

V. 

At Scotchmen we fpurn, and at Irijhmen fneer ; 
Partiality , prithee a word in your ear — 
With looks of contempt other Nations you view, 
With equal injuftice they thus deride you. 

VI. 

Hofpitality, fomehow, was baniih'd from town ; 
Good-nature enquired where Welcome was flown ; 
By FaBion drove off, fhe returns here no more, 
Contentedly fettled on Ireland's ihore. 

VH. 
For the Scots— if we fuffer not Party to rate, 
There are Wife Men among 'em ; and Good Men and Greats 
Where Merit is found, give that Merit its due, 
To praife the Praife-worthy, adds Merit to you. 

VIII. 
To Oblivion confign thofe Diftin&ions of Soil, 
DifiinBion 'mong Men all born in one Ifle ? 
The fame fea encircles our mores with its tide, 
What Creation unites thus (hall Clamour divide ? 



1. 
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IX. 
Here's to all the Good Fellows, in evVy Degree, 
Who dare do as we do, — drink, think, and fpeak free ; 
And here's to thofe Lafles who Liberty prove, 
And pledge from, their Hearts this Toaft, Freedom 
in Love. 



SONG LXXXIH. 
CIRCE. 

Tune, — / have a Tenement to letu 

blRCE was a precious piece, 

A plague upon the Gypfey, 
She dol'd out drink fomewhere in Greece, 

And made her Tenants tipfey ; 
And then each filthy fwinifh Sot, 

Engendering 'mong her Devils, 
Upon thofe noify Imps begot 

A harpy Spawn of Evils. 

n. 

The Fiend Corruption, firft brought forth 

Dull- licking Adulation ; 
A fecond Daemon harrafs'd Earth, 

With Party's altercation. 
The Hag Deceit a Reptile bred, 

Call'd Infamy, the Pander ; 
A third and fourth were brought- to- bed 

Of Infolcnce and Slander. 
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III. 

So fertile were th' Infernal Race, 

Each day new mongers prowling, 
Bafe Perjury with rank Grimace, 

And Envy ever howling ; 
Servility with worthlefs Pride, 

Debauch with poifon'd Diet, 
Swoln Gluttony by Scurvy'n Side, 

A Faction form'd for Riot. 

IV. 

A while thefe Implings croak'd about, 

•Till ftartl'ing Madam Circe, 
She order'd all the Vermin out, 

Nor to her own fhew'd mercy, 
Abjurdity with Malice went, 

Ingratitude with Lewdne/s, 
Scurrility with Dif content, 

And Ridicule with Rudcnefs* 

V. 

Their baftard brood the Daemons bore, 

Along the mid-air flitting, 
And found at laft a welcome more, 

Where Bribery was fitting: 
Ambition hail'd them on their way, 

And gave them his directions ; 
His Agents took tbem into pay, 

Then fent them to Elections. 
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SONG LXX30V. 

CHASTITY. 

Time, — Good People FU tell you no Rhodamontad*. 

I. 

1 Wonder, quoth Dame, as her Sponfe (he embraces, 
How Strumpets can look, how they dare fhew their faces, 
And thofe wicked Wives who from Hufbands arms fly, . 
Lord ! where do they think they muft go when they die ? 

II. 

But next day, by Hufband, with 'Prentice Boy caught, 
When fhe from the bed was to Toilet-glafs brought, 
Her Head he held up, with this gentle Rebuke — 

*My Dear ! you was wiihing to know how Whores look ! 

• 
III. 

Turn your eyes to that table, at once you will fee 
What Faces Jades wear ; then, my Dear, behold me. 
Your Features confefs the Adulterefs clear, 
My Vifage exhibits how Cuckholds appear. 

IV. 

You afk'd where bad Wives go ? why, really, my Chickg 
You muft, with the reft of them, go to Old Nick I 
If Beelzebub don't fuch damn'd Tenants difown, 

For bad Wives, he knows, make a Hell of their own* 
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v. 

All the World wou'd be wed, if the Clergy cou'd (hew, 
Any rale in the fervice to change I for 0: 
How happy the Union of Marriage wou'd prove. 
Not long as we Live join'd, but long as we Love. 

VI. 
At hit feet (he funk down, Sorrow lent her fuch Moans 
That Reientment was gagg'd by her Tears and her Tones* 
What cou'd Hubby do then ? what cou'd then Hubby do r 
But Sympathy ftruck, as fhe cry'd, he cry'd too. 

VII. 
Oh Corregiof cou'd I Sigifmunda deiign, 
Or exhibit a Magdalen Guido like thine* 
I wou'd paint the fond Look which the Penitent (tole, 
That pierced her foft Partner, and funk to his Soul. 

VU1. 
Tranfported to doating ! he rais'd the Diftrefs'd, 
And tenderly held her Jong time to his Breaft ; 
On the Bed gently laid her, by her gently laid* 
And the Breach there was clos'd the fame way it was made. 



SONG LXXXV. 

THE SPECIFIC. 

* 

Tune,— Tho' I with one Love wou'd be always content, 

JLHO' News-papers puff ev'ry Noftrom to town, 
What Noftrum is like the Grape's Juice r 
No Cbymical Liquor that turns red to brown, 
No Beaunu de Vie, nor Eau de Luce. 
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As to a Rogue f the rank pradHce, alas ! is lb rife, 

The Beauty of Health it confumes, 
But Wine is the Volatile Spirit of Life, 

And brightens our natural Blooms. 

II. 
The Balfam of Honey a tickling Cough flops, 

To Marcdant the Scurvy fubmits ; 
There's what's his Name's wonderful Vipcrint Drops, 

And Henry for Hyfteric Fits ; 
But Phyfic, like Mujic,, bears Fafh ion's decree, 

Of Modifh Diftempers they tells us ; 
Licentiates, or not fo, yet ev'ry M • D. 

Pronounces us Narvous or Bilous* 

III. 
Pour Wine into Wounds you'll be cur'd in a jerk, 

Religious that text to purfue, 
Whene'er my mind's wounded, I draw a long Cork, 

Sometimes my Prefcription is Two* 
The Do&or's a Dunce, down the fink dafli the Slops, 

Thofe Pipes we are going to ftart 'em } 
Juft draw off a Glafs, they are Bacchus'* Drops* 

The Mixture is Secundum Artem. 

IV. 
As to Cuckoldom — that is a hurt to the Head, — 

If Wives will be Harlots why let them, 
An Abforbent we find in a Bottle of Red, 
. Ah Opiate by which we forget them. 
Philofophers fay, — but a fig for their Saws, 

Such water-chill'd Maxims difown 'em ; 
Their Efficients I prove are deficient in Caufe, 
When I've my Scots Pint, Magnum Bonunu 
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V. 

Wine maker— aye, what won't it ? it makes right and wrong, 

'Tis Love, Wit, and Truth's Ventilator ; 
At once it locks up the moll voluble Tongue, 

At once turns a Mute to a Prater. 
If fond of a Fair, Wine this Magic will (hew, 

Make but, like an Artift, your Trial ; 
In her it will filence the nerves which fay no, 

And raafeyou above a Denial. 

VI. 
More or lefs to the Scurvy all Men are a prey, 

Quoth this, that, and t'other Phyfician : 
More or lefs we're all mad, I will veture to fay, 

And the World's in a fcurvy condition. 
Good Wine make* good Blood, and good Blood keeps 
us found, 

So Recipe tantum Juficit ; 
For Madnefs, my friends, fince the Remedy's found, 

Let none be fa mad as to mils it. 



SONG LXXXVL 

THE GRISKIN CLUB. 

Tune, — A Toper I love as my Life. 

Of Grifkins I fing, 
They're a feaft for a King ; 
Kings, Homer fays, drefs'd their own Meffes : 
Achilles, the hot, 
Always hung on the Pot, 

Patroclus he garnifh'd the Dimes. 
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II. 

By the Poets of old, 

Apicius we're told 
Was an Eater among the Antiques ; 

Tho' his Tafte it was fine, 

Yet like us cou'd not dine, 
For no Grijkins were cook'd 'mong the Greeks. 

III. 

9 Mong the Greeks ? — well I know, man, 

Apicius was Roman, 
So no Critic's rod am I rifking ; 

Not of Roman, nor Greek, 

But of Britons 1 fpeak, 
And Britons who boaft of their Grijkin* 

IV. 

Trimalchio'i Stuff, 

And the French Dartineuf, 
Had almoft good Eating aboUuYd ; 

SardanapHus was great, 

And Lucullus cou'd treat, 
Yet never a Grifkin demoliih'd. 

V. 

One Emp'ror took pains, 

To make Ragouts of Brains, 
But how were thofe Dilhes compounded ? 

It was done long ago, 

For at pefent I know, 
Our Cooks wou'd be greatly confounded. 
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VI. 

Come! Lads, hark away, 

Hunt the Bottle To-day, 
At Night, Boys, to Beauty high over ; 

Be this under flood, 

May our Grijkins prove good, 
When, as Grijks, we leap into Love's Cover. 



SONG LXXXVII. 

BEEF STEAK CLUB. 

Tune, — Since Artijis who jut for the Trophies of Fame. 

DRAW the Cork, the Cloth's drawn, — a Toaft to 

• the Kino, 
I prefume it is meet* after meat we fhou'd fing, - 
For thus prefcribes Galen ; — " Life's Health to prolong, 
" Take Dinner's digefttve, a Glafs, and a Song." 
To him the Diplomifb their judgements refign, 
So Jot mixturam, tis Mufick and Wine. 

II. 

Old Homer, who, Shakefpeure-like, all Nature knew, 

Does honour to Beef, and to Beef-eaters too ; 

He fings, that the Greeks, by whom Troy Town was fell'd, 

In fighting and eating, all Nations excel] 'd ; 

And he, for the Day, who was Hero in Chief, 

Had a Double Proportion, or Premium of. Beef. 
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in. 

It was Cacus (fome fay) tho* that's not orthodox, 
*Twas M xlo of Ctotos firft knock'd down an Ox ; 
He invited all friends to his Beef-eating Wake, 
But firft, on Turf Altar, he ofier'd a Stake. 
The ALtherials regal'd on the odour that 'rofe, 
§ays Epicure Jove, fuch a Club we'll compofe. 

IV. 
Then call'd out for Vukan, the God, limping, came, 
And, ogling behind him, attended his Dame; 
Each Deity feem'd more inclined to her Mefs, 
Than to dine one the beft di(h Olympus cou'd drefs. 
Jove filence proclaims, his curls awefully {hakes* 
And on Ida eftablifh'd a Club of Beef Stakes. 

V. 

When Juno, that inftant, a female peal rung, 

Jfove fnatch'd up the Bowl, the Toaft dy'd on his tongue; 

And commanding a Cloud, like a Curtain to fold, 

He embrae'd her within it, and filene'd the Scold* 

In pra&ice, ye Hu'fbands, put Jupiter's plan, 

And keep your Wives quiet— as well as you can. 
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SONG LXXXVHI. 

CK TAR's SONG. 

Tune, — A Begging we will go, 

COME buflle, buflle, drink about, 

And let us merry be, 
Our Can is full, we'll pump it oat, 

And then all Hands to Sea. 

And a Sailing we mil go* 
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II. 

Fine Mifs at Dancing-fchool is taught, 

The Minuet to tread, 
But we go better when we've brought 

The Fore Tack to Cat Head. 

in. 

The Jockey's call'd to Horfe, to Horfc, 

And fwiftly rides the Race, 
Bat fwifter far we fhape our courie 

When we are giving Chacc. 

IV. 
When Horns and Shouts the Foreffc rend, 

His Pack the Huntfman cheers, 
As loud we hollow when he fend 

A Broadfide to Mounfeers, 

V. 
The What's-their-names, at Uprores fquall, 

With mufic fine and foft, 
But better founds our Boat/wain's Call, 

All Hands, all Hands aloft / 

VI. 

With Gold and Silver Streamers fine 

The Ladies Rigging mew, 
But Englilh Ships more grander fhine, 

When Prizes home we tow. 

VII. 
What's got at Sea we fpend on Shore, 

With Sweethearts, or our Wives, 
And then, my Boys, hoiji Sail for more, 

Thus pafles Sailors lives N 

And a Sailing we willg: 
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SONG XCL 

PREJUDICE. 

* 

Twit,— Without you will promife, nay, /wear to be true 

lNgratitude's crime worfe than Witchcraft is nam'd, 

A negled to repay what we owe ; 
Of fuch an omiffion we muft be afham'd, 

I'm afliam'd fuch omiifion to fhew. 

U. 

But when the alarm of an Earthquake was fpread. 

All London feem'd running away ; 
Unfafe the fine Gentleman fancy 'd Jus bed, 

And tumbl'd out, trembling, to pray, 

III. 
No Sunday-throng'd Routs then Politenefs difgrae'd, 

But each to the Temple repairs ; 
The Delicate, drefs'd moil immenfely in Tafte, 

Attempted to fpell out their Prayers. 

IV. 

Under Beds, into Cellars, up Chimnies, in fhoals, 

As Rabbits to burrows will fly ; 
The Free-thinkers ran, they believ'd then in Souls, 

And blubbering,— begg'd not to die, 

V. 

But when Apprehenfion had labour'd in vain, 

And Safety ftopp'd Penitent's din, 
Religion was quitted, for Seven is the Main, 

9 Tis Church Time, my Dear, we'll cut in. 
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VI. 

Before that Rebellion at Culloden fled, 

Pale Terror took Towns in the South? 

Laugh feem'd to want Mirth, nay, Debauch fneak'd Co Bed, 
And Clamour was down in the Mouth. 

VII. 
Then Soldiers were welcom'd, as Soldiers ihou'd be, 

Nay, embrae'd, as the Props of the Land ; 
And Englijhmen grateful, from Prejudice free, 

Shook bra 9 bonny Scots by the Hand. 

VIII. 

Bat fince— may His Memory Briton'a preserve, 
Who gave to Invajion Defeat ; 

In Peace we permit our own Soldiers to ftarve, 
And can't bear a Scotchman Ihou'd eat. 

IX. 

E'er Mahomet cou'd the Turk's Minion begin, 

Arch Gabriel came down as bis gueft ; 
He purify'd Mecca 9 $ ProfeiTor from fin, 

Extracting a Speck from his breaft. 

X. 

That Spot we are born with, 'tis Jealoufy'* Core, 

Mortality's Pain and Difgrace ; 
Pluck it out, and to hinder its hurting you more, 

Emulation apply in its place. 
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SONG XC. 

F RE E D O M. 

Tune, — Btjfy Bell, and Mary Gray. 

LOME, come, Neighbours, drink about, 

' Have done with Party's pother, 
Lift not, ye Lad?, to Uproar's rout, 

On one fide nor on t'other. 
The Winners laugh, the Lofers rail, 

Thus FaEHon ever dins, fir ; 
Infanity tells Folly's tale, 

The Outs will at the Ins, fir. 

II. 

Oh, Common Senfe ! once more defcend, 

To fave this I jit from finking ; 
Be once again Britannia's friend, 

And fet her Sons to thinking ! 
No more by Knaves let us be fchool'd, 

But teach us how to read 'em, 
Nor let well-meaning Men be fooi'd 

By Privilege and Freedom. 

III. 

Where's Freedom f-^-point out how and when 

We have enjoy'd that Bounty : 
When Magna Charta — aye, Amen, — 

But tell me where's her County ? 
Why where our Property's fetur'd,— 

Where Liberty pojejfing; 
Then, Brother Britons, be aflur'd 

The Game Act is a Blefiing. 

I 
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IV. 

Lov'd Liberty! ccleftial Maid ! 

Which way fhall we addrefs thee ? 
You're England's Genius it is faid, 

And Englijhmen poiTefs ye. 
We boaft too much about this Fair, 

For, nightly, tho* we toaft her, 
I wou'd not have you* Friends, delpair— 

But, faith, I fear we've loll her. 

v. 

Like Hamlet's Ghoft, 'twas here ! 'tis gone t 

And only to be gueft'd at v ; 
As Maidenheads, when loft and won, 

Are what the winners jeft at. 
, In vain the Goddess opes her arms, 

No more her arms we're wooing; 
Licentioufnefs has Harlot's charms, 

Which tempt to our undoing. 

IV. 
Wit, Beauty, Sciences, and Arts, 

Are all become dependant; 
We're neither free in Heads nor Hearts, 

We're Slaves, and there's an end on'*. • 
It was, and ever will be fo, 

Each fetter'd to fome Folly ; 
find, all the Liberty we know, 

Is — drink ! and let's be jolly* 
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SONG XCI. 

HONOUR. 

Tune, — Confufion to him who a Bumper denies* 

OUR Reck'ning we've paid, here's to all bon repos, 
The Decks we have clear 'd, and 'tis time we mould go $ 
A Coach did you fay ? No ! I'm fober and iirong, . 
Waiter ! call me a Link-boy, he'll light me along. 

IL 
Obfequious the dog with his dripping torch bows — 
Your Honour ! poor Jack, Sir, your Honour Jack knows. 
For the fake of the pence thus he'll honour me on, 
Gold Duft ftrows the Race-ground where all Honour's won. 

III. 

Hold your light up / — what half- naked Objects here lye, 
Thus huddled in heaps? — Good your Honour, they cry; 
To poor creatures, your Honour, fofne charity /pare 2 
Honour'* phrafe is Necejjity*% common-place prayer. 

IV. 

Young perifhing Out-cajis thus nightly are founds 
No Pariihes care, they're too poor to be own'd. 
For he, in thefe times, wou'd be Policy's fcorn, 
Who Diftrefs wou'd affill, yet expett no Return. 

V. 

With Courtier-like bowing the Shoe-cleaners call, 
And offer their Bruih, Stool, and mining Black Ball ; 
Japanning, your Honour, thefe Colcuriils' plan, 
And, really, (owe Honours may want a Japan. 

I 2 
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VI. 

To varnifh the Tafte is, — as cafes from dull, 
Each pi&ure now glares with a tranfparent ciuft ; 
Nay, fome Ladies Faces are colour'd like Blinds, 
While men ufe japanning, which mafquerades minds* 

VII. 
Of Honour ; of Freedom, yet England can boaft, 
And Honour and Freedom's an Engliihman's Toaft ; 
May Infamy ever Deferters attend, 
But Honours crown thofe who our Honours defend. 



SONG XCII. 

FOOLS- HALL. 

Tune,— The Sun in Virgin Lujire jhone. 

OLD Homer nodded long ago, 
And modern Bards oft* fleep we know ; 
They doze to dream, and dream to write, 
'Twas thus with me the other night. 
Sleeping by all fomnif 'rous rules, 
Methought 'twas in the Hall of Fools ; 
More properly the place to call, 
The Learned fay, it was Fools-Hall. 

II. 

There.Billingfgate, with front of brafs, 
And Fattion, rode on braying Afs; 
While fcurrir Banter leer'd along, 
With face buffoon, and loll'd-out tongue. 
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Riot there, with mouth ftretch'd wide, 
On a Drunkard fat aftride ; 
Spangled Lewdnefs op'd the Ball, 
And Nonfcnfc echo'd round Fools- Hall. 

in. 

Credulity, the Dupe of Lyes, 
Stupidity in Thpught's difguife ; 
Dullne/s walk'd in Hood and Cowl, 
Solemn as the broad-fac'd Owl. 
Quirk and Quibble hand m hand, 
In Lawyer's gown, and Pleader* s band* 
On tiptoe Pride o'erlook'd them all, — 
While Scandal flew about Fools-Hall. 

IV. 
Bafe Scribblers arm'd with white and black, 
To fhine or foil, to heal or hack, 
With llone- blind Ignorance flood next, 
And Pedants tearing Shakefpeare't text. 
There Prejudice the day denies, 
With hands held up before his eyes ; 
Pert Diffipation welcom'd all % 
She kept it up within Fools* HalL 

V. 
With Vanity blind Zeal was pair'd ; 
Hipocrify their profits fhar'd ; 
Fraud, pimp -like, Superftition led, 
But hood win k'd, to Impojlurc'% bed* 
Mifs Aff eolation made the Rout, 
Debauch the fick'ning Feaft fat out ; 
While Doclors waited Symptom's call, 
Difeafe** vapours fill'd Fools-Hall. 

13 
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VI. 
The ftupid Heirs of mock'd-up Land, 
With wheezing Gluttoas throng'd the Strand ; 
Great fport they hop'd, they long'd to fee, 
Heedlefs what vidtim 'twas to be. 
But wealthy Dunces jofce the beft 
On Merit, when 'tis moil diftrefi'd ; 
While Sots, while Coxcombs great and final], 
Paraded, grinning, round Foois-HalL 

VII. 

Plain Tritf A appeared, but at the fight 

They fhriek'd,-»-they cou'd not bear the Fright ; 

The Cry confin'd him in the Stocks, 

And Virtue prov'd not Orthodox. 

Honour the pariflj pafs'd away, 

And Wit was gagg'd for Folly** play ; 

Deferted Beauty, mock'd by all, 

The Beadle's Whip drove from Fools* Hall. 

VIII. 
O'erwhelm'd with what I faw, I wept, 
And, happily, no longer flept ; 
Malice, methought, had fpy'd my tears, 
Exporting me to Party'% Sneers, 
Who hifs'd, and mov'd me thro' the throng ; 
I 'woke, as I was dragg'd along, — 
Here's Women, Wine, and Health to all, 
Who fcorn the crouds which fill Fools- Hall. 
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SONG XCIII. 

POLITICS. 

Tune,— 'Tis a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps it is twin. 

As an Englifhman ought, I wilh well to my King, 
As an iSngliflraian ought, for my Country I'll iing, 
And my mind I will tell, 'tis a Kingdom to me ; 
By his Birthright a Briton dares think and fpeak free* 

II. 

My Hearts of Oak, ftoutly you call out for Freedom, 
And Liberty, Property, — really we need 'em ; 
But don't quite fo loud againft Brib'ry exclaim, 
Rogues will buy,— but toho fells, Sirs? — • that mows who's 
to blame. 

III. 
Ye noift-making, fa(h. breaking, Lacqueys of Factions, 
Ye infane Difturbers, who're bit by Diftra&ions, 
Think what you're about, when the loudeft you bawl, 
Not a man that you're mad for, but laughs at ye all* 

IV. 
Who Patriots were once now ate Patriots no more. 
And what has been, certainly may be, encore ; 
Nay, have not fome Bufllers confefs'd their intentions; 
They open'd their mouths until Mum popp'd in Pen/ions, 

V. 
To be wife is the word ; how that word comes about 
Is,— the wife are thofe in, and the other- wife out t 
So fmairs the diftm&ion betwixt one another, 
When Outs become Ins, then they're wifer than t'other. 
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VI. 

The World has, without one exception, a Rule, 
The rich Man's a zvi/e Man, the poor Man's a Fool ; 
And foolifh he is, faith, fince Money's the tell, 
Who attempts not to get what will get all the reft. 

VII. 
Attend and depend thro' the year, fo you may, 
And begin, waile and end the next juft the fame way ; 
As to promife on promife fuch fchemes 1 condemn ; 
Folks will not ferve us unlefs we can ferve them. 

VIII. 
Let us now ferve ourfelves, fill our Glaffes, fill high, 
We'll laugh when we're pleas'd, and well drink when 

we're dry ; 
And we'll drink the King's Health, 'tis the beft Toaft 

of ail — 
Here's our Lord of the Manour in Liberty 'Hall. 
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SONG XCIV. 

A CARICATURE. 

Tune, — T other day as I fat in thejyeamorcjkade. 

I. 

MaN's all Contradiction, a medley Machine, 
Now this Thing, and now he is that; 

To-day all in Spirits, to-morrow all Spleen, 
The next, knows not what \o be at. 
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When in Love,— how he labours the prize to obtain ; 

If, luck'ly, he draws Beauty's Lot, 
He'll hate what he has, nay, PofTeflion's a pain, 

And he's mad to have what he has not. 

III. 
When the wind's in the Eaft, fad and tick of his life, 

As if under Spell of Queen Mab ; 
He is always at home Sir John Brutb to his Wife, 

Abroad Jerry Sneak to his Drab. 

IV. 

At the Tavern he'll prove all Religion is Art, 

And laughs at Eternity's Doom ; 
But in Bed, when alone in the dark, how he'll dart 

If a Moufe only moves in the room. 

V. 

He fwears, aye and loudly, that he will be free, 

Nay, dye e'er his Country difgrace ; 
Confufion to Minifters ! drinks on his knee, 

Then, rifing, runs off for a Place* 

VI. 
Wives, Sifters, or Daughters, wherever he flays, 

A prey for Debauch he intends ; 
Proper Gratitude thus for his Welcome he pays ; 

It is right to be fond of one's Friend. 

VII. 
Shou'd Pique prompt his Spoufe to retaliate in kind, 

He'll bellow Death, Vengeance, and all; 
My Pijiols bring quick ! — but, quick changing his mind 

On his Pro&or, imprimis, he'll call. 

is 
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VIII. ' 
When maudlin at night, as 'tis nightly the cafe, 

How loving the Creature appears ; 
While drops from dim eyes trickle down his fmear'd face, 

And Hickups keep Time to his Tears. 

IX f 
Foojifti friendships he'll proffer, and fulfome repeat. 

But the zeal of the night fnor'd away, 
For his intereft, indeed, he to-morrow may meet, 

If not, he don't know yon next day. 

X. 

Not the bell of us all, not a Man is exempt, 

If ourfelves we impartially fcan ; 
We arc Objefls for Pity, or elfe for Contempt * 

Mifconduct is Mailer of Man. 

XL 

As againft our own wills we are tumbled to Tow», 

So reluctant again we go out ; 
In chafing and changing that Will up and downy 

We Wifdomitts blunder about. 

XII. 
Still blunder we mull, as we're born but to dye, 

And as wife in the Dark as the Light ; 
But in Drinking, my Bucks, all Miftakes we defy ; 

Here's a Bumper to prove oorfelves right. 
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SONG XCV. 

BEAUME DE VIE. 

Tune, — Two Gods of great Honour. 

^RIADNE one morning 

To Thcfeus was turning, 
When miffing her Man, to the Bench down (he flewf 

Her cries unavailing, 

She faw far off, failing, 
His Ship 'fore the wind lefs'ning fwift to her view. 

She tore her fine hair, 

Beat her bread in defpair, 
Spread her arms to the fkies, and funk down in a fwoon* 

When Bacchus , 'midft jEthtr, 

Begg'd leave of his Father 
To comfort the Lady, — Jove granted the Boon. 

II. 

Then gently defcending, 

Her forrows befriending, 
His Thyrfis he flruck 'gainft the big- belly M Earth, 

When o'er the fmooth gravel, # 

In murmuring travel, 
A fpring of Champaign at her head bubbled forth ; 

She, wak'd with the fcent, 

Gave her forrows freih vent, 
Yet to drink was determin'd, exhaufted by tears ; 

She taftes the Champaign, 

Licks her lips, taftes again, 
And feels herfelf fuddenly freed from her fears. 

I 6 
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III. - 

As ftill fhe kept Tipping, 

Her heart lightly leaping, 
She look'd upon The/, as a pitiful Elf; 

Wine tHrn'd her to finging, 

In hopes it wou'd bring in 
A Lover ; — 'twas lonely to drink by herfelf. 

The God, her Adorer 
I Confefs'd, flood before her, 

She hail'd the Celeftial, fhe welcom'd the Guefl ; 

Champaign ftopp'd refinance, 

She kept not her Di ft a nee, 
But jollily clafp'd the young Buck to her Breaft. 

IV. 

Each Girl given over, 
Betray 'd by her Lover, 
To Hartfhorn, to Salts, or Salt-water may fly ; 
But we've an Elixir 
Will properly fix her, 

If properly fhe'll the Prefcription apply : 

The Recipe's wholfome,' 

'Tis Beauty's beft Balfam, 
For which we refufe tho' to pocket a Fee. 

As gratis we give it, 

Girls grateful receive it, 
So here's to the Practice of Love's Beaume dc Vie. 
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SONG XCVI. 

THE NORFOLK FARMER. 

Tune, — I*m marry* d, and happy , with wonder hear this, 

WHEN the early Cock crows at the day's dappl'd dawn* 

And foarxng Lark through the air trills, . 
E'er yet the. warm Sun drinks the dews from the lawn, 

Or vapours uncover the hills ; 
While Ploughmen are whittling, as furrows they turn, 

And Shepherds releafing their care, 
I rife to unkennel, at found of the H6rn, 

Or Courfe, with my Greyhounds, the Hare. • 

II. 
In Spring-time obferving my Hufbandmen fow, 

Then fee bow my Yearlings go on ; 
Sometimes, riding round, mark my Turnip-men hoe, 

Or in Barn what my Threfhers have done. 
At Home, with the Parfon, 'bout Markets I prate, 

His Tythes, tho' I never delay ; 
We properly each fhou'd maintain in his State, 

The Vine-drefTer's; worthy his pay. 

• III. 
My Milk-maidens, morn and eve, Dairy-cows prefs, 

Forcuftards, cream, puddings, and cheefe ; 
My Daughters keep market in neat but plain drefs, 

And Dame too — but 'tis when ihe'U pleafe; 
We never for Mailer or Miftrefsfhip ftrive, 

But Man and Wife's Lot fhare and fhare ; 
As Gratitude tells us, in Friendfhip we live, 

Po the fame ye Crim. Cons, if ye dare. 
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IV. 
My Poultry is all by my good Woman bred, 

My Garden gives Roots for my Healthy 
For London my Bullocks on bed fodder fed, 

Yet I pinch not the Poor for my Wealth. 
I've plenty of Game in my copfes and woods, 

My Flock on it's thyme-feeding thrives ; 
With Fifli full well flor'd are my ponds and my floods, 

And Honey from yon* row of hives. 

V. 

What grateful Return is to Induflry made ! 

What Reward have the Bees for their Toil ? 
We boaft of our Rights, yet, their Rights we invade, 

And feize on their Labours as Spoil. 
But Juftice to Power is only a name, 

Great Fifhes devour the fmall ; 
Great Birds, and great Beads, and great Men do the fame, 

'Till Death, the grand Robber, takes all. 

VI. 

Content fpreads my cloth, and fays Grace after Meat, 

While Welcome attends at my board ; 
No Outlandifh Mixture difguifes my treat, 

My Wine my own Orchards afford. 
With a Glafs in my Hand, to Church, Country, and King, 

I drink, as a Subject fhou'd do ;' 
Perhaps my Dame fmiles, then one Song I muft fing, 

So, &r 9 if you pleafe, pray do you. 
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SONG XCVII. 

THE AUCTION. 

Tunc,—- Pho ! Pox on this Nonfenfe, I prithee give o'er* 

I'LL drive to fing fomethfag, yet wou'd not do wrong, 
Will you pleafe to accept of a Common-place Song ; — 
This World's like an AucYion for felling and mowing, 
Truth, Friend/hip, and Gratitude,— going! — a going! 

II. 

They are going ! — bat how? not by hammer knock'ddown; 
No, no ! out of Tafte, they muft go out of Town. 
Such duff wou'd our dear diflipation encumber, 
They are fhipp'd off to fea, and exported as lumber. 

III. 
Preferment put up ! who bids ? /, /, /, / ; 
Such a noife it has made we the Lot muft put by : 
At the name of Preferment if uproar is heard, 
No wonder fuch clamour againft the preferr'd. 

IV. 
Confufion, and eke Contradiction its mate, 
Fill our heads with,— I don't know what politic prate; 
As all to be in, fuppofe equal pretences, 
Of Innings when baulk' d, they're out of their Senfes. 

V. 
Yet, feriouily, Sirs, this world's not Jo bad ; 
Some Women are chafte, andJbme Men are not mad; 
But where do they live ? 'tis not worth while to try, 
They are fuch fort of folks other folks can't live nigh, J 
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VI. 
How cafy is Weaknefs by Wickednefs turn'd, 
Unworthinefs welcom'd, and Merit is fcorn'd ; 
The Female Sex charge not with proftitute Vice, 
Mankind will be bought come but up to their price. 

VII. 
All Men and their Meafures 'tis eafy to fee. 
No. Parties, but Parties of PUafure for me ; 
Let this Side, or that Side, or both Sides be mad, 
We know no diftin&ion but good Men and bad. 

VIII. 

Will any here hefiate how they declare ? 

Or, Toaft the good people at home and elfewhere ; 

Their country, complexion, religion, or wealth, 

We heed not, but drink to the Honest Man's Health. 



SONG XCVHI. 

THE PICTURE. 

Tune,— Fine Songjiers too often Apologies make, 

\V Ifhing well to good folks, both on this fide and that^ 

By my own fire-fide, with my Lafs, 

Not yawning, nor mute, but in fpiritful chat, 

To Old England I took off my glafs. 

II. 
The next to my King; and the third was a Joke, 

Of all places I toafted The Beft ; 
She feemed not to hear, but her cheeks blufhes fpoke 

The Wanton my Sentiment guefs'd. 
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ni. 

Her bofom I prefs'd, to my lips it arofe, 

The crimfon ftill flufhing her face ; 
With love-lifping laugh, me replied, " I fuppofe 

" You prefume I can guefs at the place." 

IV. 
I anfwer'd, but firft for my Fee took a Kifs, 

" Where the Temple of Love we attend, 
" Beauty's columns begin at the Fountain of Blifs ; 

" In tapering outlines they end. 

V. 

" On the top, at the Arch of Enjoyment unite, 
" CurPd tendrils the Pediment grace ; 

" For Cupid's Pantheon, the Shaft of JDelight 
" Muft fpring from the Mafculine Bafe. 

VI. 
" If the Lady of this perfea Manfion you'll fee/ 1 

Ai I fpolce, gave my. hand to the Lafi, 
" Oh, by all means,' 9 flic faidj— " then, my dear, come 
" with me ;" . 
So I led my Girl up to the glaft. 

VII. 
Off (he turn'd, with a pftiah ! yet no' anger expreft j 

Good- breeding fcorns Prudery's flcreen'; 
'Mong our dinner-time toafis, when we drink to the Befi $ 

We only mojh excellent mean. 

VIII. 
Remember, my Bucks, when you're aiming at Jokes 

Be fure make the moft of a Jeft ; 
Not like the aflembly of impotent folks, 

Who'prove themfelves, — bad at the bejt. 



! 
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IX. 

Oar Youths in their waifh are now fcarccly a fpan, 
An infenfible, expletive crew ; 
I When Lovelinefs weds one, in hopes of a Man, 

'Tis the worft thing a Lady can do. 

X. 

Let our Bottles, like Globes, have elliptical fweep ; 

Geometrifts mind what I fay 
May beautiful Parallels diftances keep, 

To give Perpendiculars way. 



r 
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SONG XCIX. 

THE MASQUERADE} 

o «» 

LABOUR IN VAIN. 

Tune,— Majks All. 

ONCE Jupiter'* Lady, callM Juno tht Scold, 
At Toilet imagin'd herfelf to look old j 
In a pet put a Veil on to hide her difgrace, 
Then fchem'd how each Beauty fhou'd fhadow her face. 

Sing tantararara Majks all. 

II. 

Firft England review'd, there, amaz'd, Madam faw 
Many Faces and Forms without failure or flaw ; 
Then others difcover'd whofe Features were fpread, 
All tafy, all pafty, with caaftics of lead. 
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HI. 
Thofe laft pleas'd the Queen, who declar'd, with a fmile r 
The Folly of Fajkion (houM lead ia this Ifle ; 
The great gifts of Jove xhey were dup'<d to defpife, 
And natural Beauty by Art they difgnife. ' 

IV. • . 

*Tis an Empire, me faid, of Drefs, Drinking, and Song, 
Of Bathing, — becaufe we are bit by Bon Ton : 
Her fcheme, fhe foretold, would fucceed with the town, 
For whatever's imported mall always £o down. 

V. " 

A Card flew to Pan, who was fkill'd in thefe mattery 
To model fome Mafks from the Portraits of Satyrs % 
Of Proferpine afkM Merry Andrew's Shade, — 
Without a Buffoon there is no Mafquerade. 

VI. 
Pale Mifs Affixation was order'd in fcafte, 
To dre/s up the Phantom, and call the thing Tafle ; 
Then taught it to talk, juii one phrafe and no more, 
Do you know me? it fqueak'd, do you know me? encore* 

VII. 

'Twas the Thing, for, *twas foreign, it niuft be ador'd,*— j 

It gagg'd depos'd Wit ; when will Wit be reftor'd ? "'" 

When Englijhmen — (thus it was Truth bid me fay) 
Willjhew to their own Under/landings fair play. 

VIII. 

The World is no more than one vafl Mafquerade, 
Where, by beft concealments, beft fortunes are made; 
But why mould Plain Dealing pretend to complain, 
Reformation to Labour is— Labour in vain* 

Sing tantararara Majks all* 
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SONG C. 

> 

THE MARQUIS OF GRANBY. 

Tune, — SJianbuy. 

X HO' Auftria and Pruffia, France, Flanders, and Ruffia, 

Have Heroes who claim an attention ; 
On the long lift of Fame, as I look'd at each name, 
A Briton I thought me (hou'd mention. 
A Man among Men, 
Who was worthy her pen, 
Nor cou'd (he doubt who muft the Man be ; 

As I faw not the whole, 

* 

She unfolded the fcroll, 
Aad at top Hood the Marquis of Granby. 

k II. 

Old Time (hook his Scythe,— as he tott'ring flood by, 

His Iron Teeth dreadfully grated \ 
Tet the fad-looking Crone clear'd his brow from a frown, 
When Fame had my buiinefa related. 
The cheeks of the Churl, 
With t fmile feem to curl, 
And cheerfully anfw'ring as can be, 
Says the fingle-lock'd Seer, 
" Sir, this point's pretty clear, 
€C We all lov'd the Marquis of Granby. 

III. 
u By order of Fate I was bid to tranflatc 

" That Hero to happier ftation; 
" The trumpet of Fame (hook the air to proclaim 

' • Her Granby\ beatification." 
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He mines now a Star, 

Near the Planet of War, 
Illultrious Soldier befriend us, 

Be thy Influence our Shield, 

And, when dar'd to the Field, 
May thy Martial Spirit attend us. 

VI. 

Grief, away with your tears, fee his Lineage appears. 

We remember thofe looks, and adore 'em ; 
They (hall live in our love, and, my life on't, they prove 
As brave as the brave Man before 'em. 
What more can we fay ? 
But the Granby's huzza ! 
Encore ! loud and loud as loud can be ; 
To the brim fill it up, 
It is Gratitude's Cup, 
Off it goes, To the Offspring of Granby. 



S O N G CI. 

CONCLUSION OF THE HUMBUG. 

TO THE SAME TUfcE. 

1 HE Sages of old, and the Learn'd of this day, 

Fa, la, la* 
About Life and Living have fajd and will fay 

Fa, la, la* 
About and about it, about and about, 
They ev'ry thing fay* but can make nothing out. 

Fa, la, la* 
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II. 

Rail on if you pleafe, when the Knowing-ones win, 
Yet half the world drives to take t'other half in ; 
But all fchemes concluded, and Lofs and Gain furam'd, 
Both Biters and Bubbles are equally humm'd. 

III. 

Let thofe who will, hunt after Fame and fond dreams, 
Break their reft, necks, or hearts in purfuit of fuch fchemes ; 

Shou'd they what they wifh to be ever become, • 
They will find all they long'd for, alas ! but a Hum. 

IV. 

By Terror of Parents, or tempted by Gain, 

The Lady refigns to fome JefTamy Swain ; 

When Huibands fuch delicate creatures become, — 

When Huibands 1 — no, no! for 'tis there lies the Ham. 

V. 

When Beauty, all brilliant, (bines Queen of the Ring, 
Such Grace and fuch Tafte, and ftjch — oh ! Jh€s the Thing! 
How happy her Hujband! — he may be, — but mum, 
JFor fometimes fuch happinefs is but a Hum. 

VI. 

What Rout 'mong the Rich at an only Son's Birth, 
And what a Parade when Papa's put in Earth ; 
Go caft up, who pleafes, Felicity 9 $ fum, 
Prom Birth unto Burial the Total's a Hum. 
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VII. 

The Profit of Life is out-ballanc'd by Coft, 

Fa, la, la. 

Joy ever mult be in Satiety loft ; 

• Fa, la, la* 

It is, — it has flipp'd me, what 'tis I'd be at, — 

So a Bumper Til drink, there's no Humbug in that. 

Fa, la, la* 



SONG CII. 

S L E E ' P. 

Tune,— By the gayly circling Glafs* 

OLEEP, thou leaden, lazy God, 

What's thy Balm for Sorrow's Wound? 
What thy wonder-working Rod, 

Can it render Wretches found ? 
Not thy Wand, — no, no 'tis Wind 

Wine can all Diftrefs defy ; 
Xcce Signum, — here's the iign. 

Don't believe me, drink and try. 

II. 

Let the reftlefs Sleep invoke, 

Sleep which cicatrizes Care ; 
Let — but, I fay, Sleep's a joke, 

Wine's the Dofe againft Defpair. 
What we have been? — why, farewell ! 

What we might be ? — we'll not think. ^* 
What .we fhall be ! —who can tell ! 

Here we are,— and here we'll drink. - 
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in. 

When my Face deep wrinkles feize, 

And my Head with palfy (hakes ; 
When the Gout benumbs my Knees, 

And my voice, once manly, breaks ; 
When the funken Cheek (hews pale, 

And the hollow Eyes blear dim ; 
When the Ear and Mem'ry fail, 

And unnerv'd each wither'd Limb* 

IV. 
Then repining, then Til fay, 

Life, alas ! is all a Cheat ! 
When I've nothing left to pay, 

Envious, then, abufe the Treat, 
Soon or late, but late's too foon, 

Who will truft to-morrow may ; 
Thinking puts one out of Tune, 

Let us drink, my Lads, to-day. 

V. 
Day by day, and night by night, 

Joyful Jubilees we keep ; 
Life we meafure by Delight, 

Tell me, — have we time to deep ? 
Prefent Time is in our power, 

And the means that Time t' improve ; 
Tafte it ? 'tis Enjoyment's Hour, 

Pledge me, Lads, in Wine and Love. 

VI. 
Let the Glafs and Lafs be kifs'd, 

Let not coynefs chili the fcene ; 
To excufe, or to refift, 

Is High Treafon to Love's Queen. 
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Pouting Lips, and panting Breads, 
Preffing, mingling, murm'ring join z 

Wine infpiring Beauty's guefts, 

Pledge me, lads, 'tis Love and Wine. 



SONG cur. 
THE LONDON HUNT. 

Tune, — Come roufe Brother Sportfinen, &c» 

1 HO' far from Pield Sports, we will Field Sports apply, 
Hark ! hark I focial Sportfmen, hark forward and try ; 
Nor think we want Game, tho' were fettl'd in Town, 
It's Follies are Game, which we here will hunt down. 

II. 

We break Cover firft, and throw off 'mong the Great, 
By Babblers furrounded, call Flatt'rers of State ; 
Whip them off, for they're vermin unworthy a chace, 
Their Patron's difhonour, and Bounty's difgrace. 

III. 

Like Pageants, the Nimrods of Nabobs behold ! 
'Midft all they have purchas'd by ftrange gotten Gold ; 
Tho' large packs of Livery Couples they own, 
When Confcience ftarts up, can they all hunt it down f 

IV. . 

In French varnifh'd chariots fee Quacks drawn along, 
Like Death, looking down on their Victims, the Throng ; 
With tales of their Med'cines each paper abounds, — 
Hunt their Noflrums ;— no, no I — they wou'd poifon our 
hounds. K 
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V. 

Dif appointment againfl the Succefsful exclaims. 
And Envy will always make Uproar call names. 
Thofe pefls of the public to Clamour make court, 
To-kenncl fuch curs, for they only fpoil fport. 

VI. 

The Outs 'gainft the Inns will for ever take aim, 
And Miniflers rriuft be the Multitude's game ; 
*Tis Tempefts and Tides which preferve the pure Sea, 
We foon fhou'd be Magnate if all fhou'd agree. 

VII. 

Beat about for frefh fport, thro' yon 9 Hall let us draw, 
It abounds in Black Game, and that Game is the Law; 
Call the Dogs off I fay, — there have nothing to do, 
If you meddle with them they'll foon turn and hunt you. 

vnr. 

We're at fault* but whofe is it ? come, Sportfmen, try back, 
Hark to Honcfly, that's the prime hound in our pack/. 
We are all found and (launch, for a brifk Burft prepare, 
Tallio ! 'tis a Bumper, — All free and drink fair. 

IX. 

Here's the Queen of our Hunt, 'tis Britannia's onr boaftj 
Old England for ever /let that be the Toaft ; 
See a frefh bottle flarts, one view hollow ;— huzza ! 
The Fox Brufh, and Beauty's Brufli, brufh them away. 




C 195 ] 

SONG CIV. 



THE 



MAN. 



Tune,— How plea) ant the Meads were, how joyful the "Scene* 

1 T is he who's unaw'd by the found of a Name, 
Yet harbours no Hate in his bread ; 

■ 

What his Betters may do he pretends not to blame, 

As he hopes they do all for the be ft. 
To his King he is juft, to his Country he's true, 

And true to his Friend and hia Glafs ; 
A Sportfman who always with fpirit comes thro' 

And ne'er baulk'd a Leap, nor a Lafs. 

II. 

No Office he flatters, compounds with no Cheat, 

But ever takes Honefty's part ; 
Compaffion awaits on his Juftice's feat, 

And Charity tenants his Heart. 
When a love-laden Lafs with contrition appears, 

For -Girls are enfnarM like the Game, 
His tendernefs turns not away from her tears, 

His pity prevents her from lharae. 

III. 

To Game-Atts he fancies our Liberty yields, 

So fets their inflictions afide ; 
Protection allows not to vermin in fields, 

Which is to the Freeborn deny'd. 
Suppofe a Young Idler at birds fhou'd take aim, 

Or Pufs take, perhaps, in a fnare. 
Muft Englijhmcns 9 Birthright be forfeit for Gavu, 

And Man. made a Slave for a Hare f 

K z 
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IV. 

If Sticks from the Hedge of his Honour are found 

In the lap of the big-belly'd poor, 
While fleet fills the air, and deep fnow's on the ground. 

And Miftry groans at the door ; 
Humanity tells him to feek out the caufc, 

Which prompted Diftre/s to turn Thief; 
Convinc'd 'twas mere Want, he awakes not the laws* 

But flops future crimes by Relief. 

V. 

This, this is the Man, uncorrupted he (lands, 

To Baal who ne'er bow'd the knee ; 
Unmortgag'd,. enjoys all his Anceftor's Lands, 

And ever liv'd debriefs and free. 
Yes, yes, this is He, this the Man to my mind, 

The Man who no Party can (bare ; 
Shall I tell you, my Friends, where this Man you may find, 

I wou'd — if I cou'd but tell where. 



SONG CV. 

MY NOSE. 

Tune,— An Afs, an Afs. 

WHILE people calPd Poets, in Blank Verfe, or Rhimt, 

Pindarics or Epics compofe, 
And celebrate Heroes in Sonnets fublime, 

My fubjed is, fimply,— my Kofe. 
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II. 

The large Nofe and long one, thereby hangs a Tale, 
A Tail the old Scholiafls fuppofe ; 
, Ex nofcitur Nafo — but Proverbs may fail, 
I find it, in faith,— by my Nofe. 

III. 

The boys of Conceit blufhing Merit deride, 

For Coxcombs are ModeJty 9 $ foes ; 
I challenge the fons and the daughters of Pride 

To move fuch a — mufcular Nofe. 

IV. 
Prometheus, 'tis faid, form'd our Animal Clay, 

For quick'ning to Aether he rofe ; 
X few that fome 'Prentice, when he wai away, 

A little afide fliov'd— my Nofe, 

V. 

I prefume,— but, perhaps, 'tis prefumption to fay, 

I even prefume to fuppofe, 
I (hou'd fee myfelf up in the Song-finging Way, 

When I ought to fet down with— my Nofe. 

VI, 

My Song therefore ends, — now 1 Toaft with your leave-* 

May Wifdom our Councils compoie, 
May Britons be Friends, and forget and forgive, 

And at Faclion— each turn up his Nofe* 
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SONG CVI. 

1 

SERIOSITY. 

Tunc,— This cold flinty Heart it is you who have warnCL 

WHITE Winter has left us, with all its chill train, 
And fruitful Spring puts forth its buds o'er the plain ; 
The Birds their glad welcome by warblings exprefc. 
All Nature feems pleas'd at the change of hex drefsi 

II. 
Let us take example; and merrily fing, 
Each moment at Midnight to us is new Spring ; . 
Our green cover'd-Table, a Garden for Souls, 
Our Nofegay* are Bumpers we gather from Bowls. • 

III. 
With Dailies, with King-cups* the meadows are crown'd, 
But BlolToms from Bacchus our Verdure furround ; 
*Tis Life — and fuch Life too, which only Bucks know i 
As for Death, we can talk about him when we go* 

IV. 

V/hen coffin'd, no matter to us all the fun, 
The fmart things we've faid , or the droll things we*ve done . I 
Future Fame?s all a joke— Pm for Life's prelent treat, 
What's to' come may be queer, for To-morrow's a Cheat. 

V. 
'Tis certain that one by one, all mull refign 
The poll of true pleafure, Health, Women, and Wine* 
Think, Ladies, what Life is, and Living improve, 
To bilk the bafe worms, bellow Beauty on Love, 
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VI. 

As we ought, we refleft on Life's pleafure and pain, 
We have liv'd, drank, and lov'd, we'll repeat them again. 
While Dcfircs depend on Ability* s aid — 
But Faculties failing, — here, Sexton, your fpade ! 

VII. 

I have adted from InftinEt, I've liv'd upon Whim, 
As to Prudence, — I can't fay I e'er drank with him ; 
With the Sun tho' Iv'e drove round the Bottle in Tune, 
' And have labosr'd all Night with Queen Midwife the Moon. 

VIII. 
As to fins,— why, Repentance will fhorten our fcore, , 
The lowed have Hopes, and the higheft no more ; 
We fpeak as we feel, and we a& as we think, 
And to Men of foch Morals a Bumper we'll drink* 

IX. 
Here's to thoffe who, like us, AJfeclotions defy, 
Not Spendthrifts of life, nor like Mifers wou'd tlye : . 
When call'd on to pay, calmly caft up expence, 
And drink their laft T6aft,-— A good Journey from hence* 
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6 O N G CVII. 

THE S Q^ U A B B L E. 

Tunc,— Pujh the Bottle about, (3c. 

VJ N Ida one day, at Olympical feaft, 

The Lais loving Jove was the Hoft, fir, 
Who gayly propofing a Health to the Beft, 

On Firnzu he fix'd for his Toaft, fir ; 
Each Deity fmil'd as the Glafs went about, 
Bat, pettifhly, Pallas her Bumper threw oat, 
She fpoke not, bat feem'd by her manner to doabt 

The juftice of toafting Mifs Venus. 

II. 
Then Juno broke filence, and fwore by her power, 

Her face looking pale like a Spe&re, 
" The Liquor was turning exceffively four, [ 

" The Toad gave a Full to the Nectar." 
Minerva mail ioufly feconds the Queen, 
" I wonder, Papa, what it is you can mean, 
" Sure other CelefHals are fweet and as clean, 

" Tho' not quite fo common as Venus" 

III. 
Dear Ma'am, replies Demirep Dio, and bow'd, 

Your breeding juft pars your good- nature, 
But afk the Gods round, and, Nem. Con. 'tis allow'd, 

To all I'm fuperior in Feature. 
To be Aire you're a Prude, and Enjoyment to fpite, 
That ugly Shield bear, as if Lovers you'll fright, 
Enough they are fcar'd when they've once had a fight 

Of the old-maiden face of Mincrv*. 
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IV. 

Her Sov'reign and Spoufe haughty Jung may teize* 

And bed-chamber women be rating, 
And you Mifs Militia, as long as you pleafe, 

May liften to Sophiflers prating'; 
But I, who am Emprefs of Love and its Laws, 
Who have from Immortals and Mortals applaufe, 
Whofo Beauties — but Beauty (quoth Vulcan) has flaws; 
When Mars knit his brow and look'd frowning 

V. 

Jove rofe in a rage, as he rofe tho* he reel'd, 

And Hiccups gave out by the hundred ; 
Like Artifts on Ice, to the right and left wheel'd, 
, By Styx then he fwore and he thunder'd : 
" Two to one, Madam Ox-Eye, is very foul play j 
" Mifs Brain-born I beg you'll difpatch and away, 
" Or what Paris told me of both, I mall fay." 
The Goddefles went away grumbling. 

VI. 

Come, come ! (fays youngBacchusJ pray, father, have done* 
They are off; in the Milky- Way, walking, 

We'll drink and be merry, the Goflips are gone— 
Of a Song brother Phctbus was talking. 

Apollo began, with the help of the Nine, 

The Ladies returning, good-natur'dly join, 

Such power has Mufic when mingled with Wint % 
All friendly were fuddled together. 



KS 



[ 202 ] 

SONG, CVIII. 
THE PORTRAIT; 

o *, 

LA, LA, LA. 

Tunc,— Colin and Phctbc. 

m 

Y E Bibbers who fip limpid Helicon's Rill, 
Yc Lords of large Manours on Parnaflbs Hill, 
Allow me, a Scribbler, to try at Solfa, 
And languifh, in liquids, a Love -Song, la, la. 

II. 

The Grubber in Kennels for old Iron feeks, 

A Grubber for Thoughts fcrubs the ftreams of the Greeks; 

With dumpy Quills raking each Claffical Spa, 

To pick up fome Simile Fragments, la, la. 

III. 
I wouM, if I cou'd, with the Mufes make free, 
But which of thofe Sifters will Men to me? 
Attraction I want, their attention to draw, 
As I'm old, they'll object, that it mull be, la, la. 

IV. 
Ye Ladies of Lapland, who beefoms beftride, 
Or, pair'd in Witch Whiflceys, aflant the Moon Aide ; 
If Fiends, or if Friends, you have harnefs'd to draw, 
Let me be Poiiilion, and trot on la, la. 
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V. 

Ground Ivy has crown'd me inftead of the Bays, 
Right Holland** infpires my rare Roundelays ; 
Mifs Soap Suds 1 fing, by Poetical Law, 
To S/ufts more than Shirts we arc- put, la, la, la. 

VI. 

Ye Dabblers in Diftichs wherever ye fnore, 

On flock beds in cellars, or Garreteers fear, 

Arouze from your blankets, affift me to draw. 

My Love's half, three-quarters, and whole-length, la, la* 

VII. 

Her Eye-brows are Crofs-bows, the Bolts are her Looks, 
With which my poor Senfes are knocked down like Rooks; 
Her Cheeks— but who can a companion draw ? 
Not Carmine, — no, no ; fhe hap none ! 'tis la, la I 

VIII. 
Her Lips ! and fuch Lips, and fuch Kifles they gave, 
That Prudence was gagg'd, and fent off as a Have ; 
They found in my Mind's Magna Charta a flaw ; 
Non-fuited my Judgment, and call me, la, la ! 

IX. 
Her Neck has great Grace, after Meat and before; 
Her Legs, but, alas ! I muft mention no more, 
For Decency, lately, has kept me in awe, 
So to fay any more wouM be, but paw, pazo r pat*. 
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SONG C1X. 

A T O A S 

Tunc,— Ye Lads who approve, 

WHEN running Life's Race, 

We gallop apace, 
Each (hives to be firft at the Poft ; 

Mount Hope with Catch- weights, 

For Game's Give-and-Take Plates, 
And pray what is Fame but— a Toafl t 

II. 

The Tafte of our days 

Is poaching for praife, 
All Men of their Services boaft ; 

The Ladies by Drefs, 

The fame ardour exprefs, 
Each wou'd if me cou'd be — a Toajt. 

III. 

Both Sexes agree, 

Over Wine to be free, 
For Freedom's an Englifhman's boaft ; 

As freely we think, 

So as freely we drink, 
And a Sentiment give — for a Toaft* 

IV. 

What is Life, prithee fay, 

But a Glafs and away, 
While Health is our ruddy-fae'd Hoft ? 

But when we abufe him, 

We're-certain to lofe him, 
By taking too muck of— a Toajt. 
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v. 

Thefe Common-place Rhimes. 

Suit Common- place Times, 
Who now can of Genius boaft ? — 

Why, really, I think 

'Tis a Science to drink, 
And there's Genius in giving — a Toaft* 

VI. 

Even Politics fail, 

Altercation grows ftale, 
Of what now can either fide boafl ? 

No matter to us, 

All their Farce and their Fufs, 
Deferves not the name of — a Toafl% 

VII. 
The Riots and Routs 
Of the Ins and the Outs, 
Is only a newfpaper roafl; 
Of Cricket I fing, 
In and Out there's the thing, 
And there I'll attempt — a new ToaJt% 

VIII. 

May our Innings be long, 

May our bowling be ftrong, 
Middie-rvicket I chufe for my poll; 

Come, bumper away, # 

'Twixt the Stumps your Balls play, 
And win the Game Love~ -that's the Toafl.. 
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SONG CX. 

THE WORLD. 

Tone, — The Schemes of my Sex I abhor and abjure. 

I. 

1HE World, and its Works, which we grieve to forfake, 
Are good or bad, juft as we hit or miftake ; 
We write and we wrangle, make parties and plan, 
As wife when we finifh as when we began ; 
So let us laugh on, to be ferious is fad, 
A Man in his Senfes wou'd now be thought mad. 

n. 

Our Senfes are bubbles in Vanities Fair, 

And Men-children fillily make a fhew there ; 

Each mounting his hobby-horfe Harts for the race, 

Expects Admiration, but ends in Difgrace ; 

For fo Diffipation our training has fcheem'd, 

The more we're look'd into, the lefs we're efteem'd. 

IIL 

Behold the Booth's Shewclofh to draw the croud ib, 
The Ruftics are wrinlfl'd with open-mouth grin. 
Each Mufcle's in motion at Andrew's grimace, 
Who tickles the throng 'till they pu(h in for place ; 
Pray tell me what more is the World's prefent plan, 
Than places to get in, and puih who pufh can. 



■> 
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IV. 

* 

The fhirtlefsf uritrOwfcer'd Philofophers Sawi, 

Once obfolete Roafoii pretended were Laws ; 

But InftinB turn'd Rebel, fo InftinB was tiyM* 

The Pafftons were Jurors, Not Gitilty ! they cfy*d. 

Keep Sapience in fchools, Folly now is the mode. 

Truth's ways want repairing, I'll ride the new Road. 

' V. 

My Bottle's my Hunter, I mount with a Song, 
And tit- up about like a Sunday-hack throng. 
Each raifes his Portion of Duft for the day, 
And he who's a Buck here will duft it away. 
We'll laugh at the Duft which is made about Town, 
And up with our Brufhers, to brulh the Duft dowa* 



SONG CH. 

BEEF AND A BUMPER, 

Tune,— Accept of my Ditty without finding fault* 

-LET thofe who have nothing to do but to hear, 
And thofe who have nothing to do but to ifheer, 

Glean Scandal from Infamy's ftubble ; 
Praife is but a vapour, and Cenfure the. fame, 
Go aik of Philofophers zohat they call Fame t 

'Tis Anglice, Vanity's Bubble^ 
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II. 

This fcribbling, this pen-and-ink-itch is a crime, 
Yet Heaven forgive each Ample Sinner in Rhtmt, 

Condemn'd to the pennance of Thinking ; 
For what are all Similes to a Sirloin ? 
The flowing of fountains to filling of Wine ? 

Huzza, for good eating and drinking. 

III. 

The Sapphics fo foft, the Pindarics fo rare, 
The Epics, Iambics, and fuch fort of fare, 

With many more names that are harder ; 
To Turtle, what fignifies Tytire tu ? 
With Claffics I beg you'll have nothing to do* 

But ftudy the ftile of a Larder. 

IV. 

Parnaffus and Pegafus, cold Hypocrene, 

Are words which I warrant give fchool-boys the fpleea ; 

And as to the Pedant Apollo, 
Let him take his SnufF, let his Sifters drink Tea, 
No Coxcombs I want, fir, no Old Maids for me, 

But Bacchus and Venus I'll foUow. 

V. 

The Choice Spirit Horace compos'd Lyric Verfe* 
Catullus and Ovid good Scholars rehearfe, 

Cap, fcan 'em, and conjugate clever; 
My Sentiments are for a Sentiment Tpaft, 
And Syntax abolifh for bak 9 d, boiVd, and roaft m 

So BEEF and a BUMPER for ever ! 



-> 
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SONG CXII. 

SPRING. 

Tune, — Come ! pledge mt Love, &c* 

jLo O K round, my Love ! how chang'd the Scene, 

So late white o'er with Snow ; 
Now 'ray'd in flow'r enamell'd green, 

How rich the meadows (hew ? 

II. 

The Sun creative pow'r refumes, 

And warms the breezy air ; 
The burfting buds expand their blooms, 

While birds their nefts prepare. 

III. 

The Herds and Flocks on herbage feed, 

Sweet Spring renews its pride ; 
The Ice-bound Streams from fetters freed. 

Now tinkling, roll their tide. 

IV. 

On lea fiefs boughs no candy'd froft 

In icycles appears; 
But as in grief, for Winter loll, 
Diflblving into tears. 

V. 

Thus fordid fenfelefs Human Kind 

But mere exigence prove; 
'Till Beauty's Sunfhinc ope's the Mind) 

And melts the Mafs to Love* 



< 
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VI. 

For fpite of Wealth, or Power's controul, 

* Or all the Wife can fay, 
'Till Woman warms the frozen foul, 
Wr are but Clods of Clay. 



SONG CXIIL 

THE WONDER. 

Tune, — Since Life'* but a Jcft, 

A Wonder ! a Wonder ! a' Wonder I'll (hew, 
You'll wonder indeed when this Wonder you know, 
We are wonderful high, and at wonderful low* 

Which nobody can deny. 

II. 

We always are wond'ring at ev'ry thing new, 
The good things we wonder at rich people do, 
'Tis a Wonder indeed if fuch wonders are true* 

III. 
Some wonderful folks make a wonderful root, 
While fome blunder in, other folks blunder oat, 
We wonder what Blunderers can be about. 

IV. 
One Side fays the Times are fo good they are glad ; 
The Times, fay* the other fide, ne'er were fo bad : 
No Wonder if this Side or that Side is mad. 
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v. 

For the Times, I fome Patriot Changes piropofe,— - 
That our Taxes be lefs, and we wear plainer cloaths; 
And that ev'ry wearer may pay what he owes. 

VI. 

Imprimis,— reflect on the Taxes on Wheels, 
On. Cards, and the Claret we watte at our meals ; 
Thefe grievances both Parties equally feels. 

VII. 
To be furc we mud own it is curled provoking, 
To fee how fome people their vices are cloaking, 
While Virtue — but, neighbours, don't think I am joking, 

VIII. 
For my Grandfather faid, and his name is reverb, 
That His Father's Father had oftentimes heard, 
How Virtue, when lie was a fchoot-boy, appeared. 

IX, 
She fled without leaving behind her directions, 
'Twas in vain, me obferv'd, to oppofe fuch connexion)* 
As Turtle-feafts, Cuckoldoms, Cards, and Elections. 

X. 
You may think me fevere, but indeed you think wrong, 
I promis'd a Wonder at firft in my Song, , 

And the Wonder is— How cou'd you liilen fo long > 

Which nobody can dcn}\ 
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SONG CXIV. 

THE PARADE. 

Tunc,— While others Jlrive by pompous Phrafc* 

i-iET thofe attend who feck the choice, 
Here, independent, we rejoice ; 
We look, we like, we meet, we part, 
As In (Unci prompts the feeling heart. 
While many Groups mifcaLTd the great, 
Surrounded by infipid State, 

The Health of Peace abufe. 
In Party's tumult, Pomp's fatigue, 
Place, Popularity's intrigue, 

Life's fodal feencs they lofc. 

II. 
The Danglers at a Birth-night's glare, 
A% Toylhop Figures, finery wear, 
Like winnow'd chaff (hift to and fro, 
In all the fufa and farce of ihew : 
At flies to Sunfhine fpread their wings, 
So up and down thefe idle things, 

In courtly Sunbeams play. 
The Nobles fmile to fee the train, 
Which, with a blufh, they mud maintain, • 

To garnifh Grandeur's day. 

III. 
Daughters of Dignity and Grace, 
Ye high-bred Dames of haughty Race, 
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What think you, 'midft your di'monfl blaze, 
Your crouded Routs, and Gala days ? 
Tho' fordid Flattery's fervile grin 
Extols your forms, is all within 

Fit for Contentment's dome ? 
Sifters of Fafhion laugh and love, 
Tho' round you all the Graces move, 

Yet how are things at Home ? 

IV. 

Your ftucco'd Cielings, Plate embofs'd, 

Your Carpets, Robes, and beds of coft, ). 

Where Gold and Silver Cupids wove, ; 

Exhibit artificial Love. — 

Can Down, or fring'd Embroidery's art, 

Affection win or warm the Heatt, 

Or ftrengthen Vigours ftores ? 
Perhaps, 'midil all the wafte of Pride, 
The Fribble yawns at Beauty's fide, 

Or fottifh Hufband fnores. 

V. 

While we, as marry'd folks fhou'd do, 
On neat unvarnifh'd Love fall to. 
Satiety ne'er bid us roam, 
We find Fruition's feafl at home ; 
Beyond all mercenary charms, 
Pure Inclination opes her arms. 

Give Cftfar Cafar's due* 
May Friend/hip fill the manly bieait, 

And Gratitude be Beauty's gueft, 

And each to each to be true. 
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SONG CXV. 

THE FRIGHT. 

9 

Tunc, — Ah! Chlotl tr an/ported, I cry'd* 

ONE Ev'ning alone in the Grove, 

Mifs fat on the fide of the Green, 

' J . She wonder'd at what they call Love, 

And what it was marry 'd folks mean. 
" All night how I tumble and tofs, 
; " Yet neither want maaner nor meant ; 

*« Alas ! mud I live to my Lofs, 
{ j " And wither away in my Teens ? 
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II. 

Young Rhodophil ran up the (lope, 



]\ As if he fome Sport had in view ; 

| / S)ie trembled betwixt Fear and Hope, 

Irrefolute what (he fhou'd do. 
She faw him advance to her feat, 

She faw him, but cou'd not away ; 
Love fix'd a large weight to her feet, 

_ • 

Curiofity told her to flay. 

III. 
f Defire gave grace to his tongue, 

f As Lovers to Lovers will fpeak ; 

|j Enamour'd, he over her hung, 

Then bow'd down his Lips to her Cheek. 
He knelt, (he attempted to rife, 

Though 'twas but a feeble eflay ; 
The wildnefs he wore in his eyes, 
So fcar'd her fhe fainted away. 
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SONG CXVI. 

TIME KILLERS. 

Tune f—How foollfi weak Women believe. 

HOW weak is the Wifdom of Man ? . 

How foolifli the fancy of Taite ? 
Admitting that Life's but a Span, 

That Span mull we wantonly wafte ? 
About we diflatisfy'd move, 

And ramble from climate to clime ; 
Yet neither enjoy nor improve, 

But only, alas ! to kill Time. 

II. 

Ye Hufbands, rafli Dupes to Excefs, 

Pretend to live damn'd honed lives, 
Ingrates to the good ye poflfefs, 

You abufe both your Time and your Wives. 
At midnight inebriate reel, 

A prey to foul Proftitute's lure, 
O ! think what Affeclion muft feel, 

What delicate Wives may endure ! 

III. 
The G. n-loaded 'Squire will toil 

All day with keen Induftry's Care, 
Inceflantly anxious to fpoil, * 

The innocent Tenants of Air. . 
Or after the Fox burfls away, 

Swift down the wind gallops along ; 
The Mifchiefs that chance in the Day, 

At Night furniih Fun for a Song. 
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IV. 

At Toilets how Beauties appear, 

Like Fowler's they arm and take aim ; 
High charg'd with Curls, tier over tier, 
And animal Man is their Game. 
■ ^ Sometimes with lefs dangerous arts 

The Fair, diffipations purfue, 
If Trifles did not take their parts, 
• With horrid Time what cou'd thev do I 

\\ v. 

\ i When fine Women do as they pleafe, 

j They hear not the Nurfery's din ; 

jj No Hufhand's abfurdities teize, 

J; They fly fuch dull Scences to cut in. 

Dear Bragg, Hazard, Loo, and Quadrille, 

Delightful ! extatic ! immenfe ! 
With them each Reflection they kill, 
And efcape all the trouble of Senfe. 

VI. 
Yet, Lovelies, before 'tis too late, 

While yet the pulfe beats in its prime, 
Confider that wrinkles await, 

And make up your Quarrel with Time. 






) 



f\ Before 'tis too late, fo will we — 

- 1 j Too long I've your patience be-rhira'd, 

j With Time may we henceforth agree, 

And henceforth all things be well-tim'd. 
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song cxvir. 

HE FUNERAL. 

Tune,*- Come ye carelefs, come and hear me* 

SEE the Pall-fupporting Bearers, 

All in Undertaker's (hew ; 
See the train of Sable-wearers, 

Acting e'vry Mode of woe. 
Silent crouds the fpot furrounding, 

Call'd the Grand Receiver's Domes 
Difmal tolling Tenor founding,. 

Fellow Mortals follow Home* 

II. 
•Lift ! oh lift ! ye State Declaimers, 

On whofe words the many dwell ; 
Place-bellowing, Patriot-tamers, 

Hark ! oh hark ! 'tis Grandeur's KnelL 
Heralds loud proclaim the Honours 

Which this once puifTant pall ; 
Tell his Titles, count his Manors, 
Lord of only this at laft." 

III. 
View the Tpmb with Sculpture fplendid ; 

View the Sod with Briars bound ; 
There the Farce of Finery's ended ; 

All are equal under ground.— 
Fajhions there, there Envy's baniih'd ; 

Beauties there can't plead t)ieir forms ; 
There Precedencies are vanifh'd, 

Offals all to odious worms. 

L • 
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IV. 

Wife folks, weak ones, poor, and wealthy, 

Tenant unremitting Graves ; 
Haughty, humble, fiok, and healthy, 

Britons fons, and Afian flaves, 
Gloom no more the brow with forrow, 

> 

Meet the moment, come what may ; 
If we're all to dye To-morrow, 
Let us live, my Lads, To-day. 

V. 

We'll not lavifh Life's expences, 

Nor be Niggards when we pay ; 
Let us pleafe, not' pall our Senfes, 

This is Reafon's holiday. 
Here to Dunces bid defiance ; 

Affectations difapprove ; 
Here's my Toaft, — The grand Alliance, 

Friendship, Freedom, Wit, and Love. 



• 
li 



SONG CXVIII. 

THE COBLER OF CRIPPLEGATE, 

Tune, — Had pretty Mifs been at a Dancing-School bred* 

I. 

T H O' a Cobler is call'd but a low occupation, 
The practice of cobbling is come into fafhion, 
From me up to thofe who wou'd cobble the nation. 



\ 
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n. 

Some fay that Old England wants fuel-piecing,— true ; 

Our Country is trod upon like an old Shoe, 

And may Heel-pieces want, — aye, and Head-pieces too. 

III. 

One, vamping oar old Conftitution pretends, 
And turn and tranjlate it to ferve felf and friends. 
All this is- but botching to ferve their own Ends. 

IV. 

Each Roof in this Ifland with Liberty rings, 

The good of their Country each Party-man fings, 

The Senfe of that Phrafe is, — My Country's good Things. 

V. 

If I, but how (hou'd I the State have a hand in ? 
Good fouls I'd be picking, the bad be difbanding, 
And then we ihou'd come to a right undemanding. 

VI. 

Againft Want the cunning man wifely provides ; 
A Storm- fhunning fhepherd beneath a bufh hides; 
So as the Times change we are Aire to change Sides. 

VII. 

With my Azvl in my hand I'll Old England defend, 
Giving room to my betters who've much room to mend j 
May they foon become better, or foon have an End* 

VIII. 

To thofe who are heedlefs what here may mifhap, 
Their hearts are as hard as the Stone in my Lap, 
They're taking their fwing, wou'd their fwing was my Strap* 

L 2 
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.x^a » cwut wan** & US ■;£•*■ »* wt/a 
r „Ii* I coa'd tKimintfr cut tadh a ine 
: »\4t iiwutf t'caretftasg I faad in a da 

To ap Lift I ant cone, aw£ daft fcafl aot laft kag; 

So this ia the hi of a poor CoAfcr's Soag, — 

May They now be nglk who dLi acw ban* beea wrong. 



SONG 

MUM- 

Time, — Ye JJazfe? *r J&nxZr. 

IE Gofipe who blab 00c tic fccrecs of State, 
Ye TeR-tsAes who over the tea-tabte praar, 
1 e poaileis of Faioars aon Be<mtm o eiccwie, 
1c ufer poor Ftactkrs, h eacefaward be vn.au 

Ott«^ ZjtM urxrmr* auoa alL 

IK 
Ye Wim who tote RaAaais aegjectiag their duties, 
That twt giw* the Bocae thaf s da? to toot beaodes ; 
WdjJi vtM care then? take case whea ia drink they 



To receive chem wick £baiks» and lefctie to be «*w. 

Iff. 
It b good to bold fa&» to bold much, or bold long ; 
Bat the be* bold of all is the holding ycarToagae; 
Tho* Wits by their words good companions become, 
Can they get half Jo modi as die Man who is wa f 
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IV. 

The Servant who (lily keeps filent will rife ; 
His ears he muft doubt, nor give faith to his eyes ; 
AQl the fine Waiting-maid how me rich cou'd become* 
She will curtfy, and anfwer,— • bccaufc I. was mum. 

V. 

But enough has been faid, and enough has been fung, 
Remember, dear friends, keep good watch o'er your 

Tongue ; 
I have no more to fay, to an end I am come, 
My Rhymes are all out, I mail henceforth be mum. 

Sing tantararara mum ail. 



8 O N Q CXX. 

THE PARENT. 

* 

Tune,— Away with tla Strife, the Uproar of State. 

A Fond Father's blifi is to number his race, 
And exalt on the bloom that juft bods on their face % 
With their prattle he'll daily himfelf entertain, 
And read in their fmiles their lov'd mother again. 
Men of pleafurc be mute, this is Life's lovely view ; 
When we look on oar young ones oar youth we renew. 

II. 
Thus living we love, and thus loving enjoy; 
No Deceit here diftra&s, no Debauches dcftroy ; 

L 3 






5 white age, 
Life's ftagej 



-«c Sri* veil to long, 



1 

« I 



* & 7i g em 



r H 



H U M. 



-itjil 



r\ >« idw^& ^ fiJt 3fc«i* 



?t .«•* 



'*:»•:« jMift «*»<•£ 









*- m Ai Sfcng a : 






X 



1 






* ►«• ^ 



ant* 



Chtlowaweepacaierairttt, 



» JDtt. (BO. 3KXt 

• 



A£ oar Eatrantea^i fiat *e mqmti? 



Y* 



frr. 




[ "3 3 

IV. 
Law and Phyfic you fee will make fureof the fee, 

What advice to you gratis will come ? 
If poor you are toft, tho' merit you boafl, 

For Worth without Wealth is a Hum. 

V. 

Acquaintance pretend that your fortunes they'll mend, 

And vow to youVfervice they'll cbme; 
But be you in need, *nd you'll find that indeed, 

Modern Friendmip is merely a Hum. 

VI. 
When fomeXadies kneel, fmail devotion they feel, . 

(But let us be modeft end mam) 
At the alts* idwy bow, bat *tk only for (hew, 

Religion with them 4s -a Hum. 

m. 

We are h'im'd from oar birth, 'till we're Atm'd into earth, 

To an end of our jokes then we come : 
Take your Glafs, my brifk brother, and I'll take another. 

And thus make the moft of a Hum, a Hum. 

And let's make the moft of a Hum. 



• » 
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SONG cxxn. 
SELF. 

Tubc,— / wut wxtk a Maiden, awe dcj at the T*zr. 
S AYS I to my Tutor, fir, what mall I <io» 



Shall I think id »~— i**» pdf ? 
Or Learning, or Glory, which noft I pnrfoe ? 
Caiacrfe, onoth the Pot, *ilk ytwrfdf. 

VL 

Myielf I addre&'d, bat Self feem'd im a 

Replying, a* mfcrjkmU agree, 
For Dnwkmg and Gnrax, /otijp, Si— r, 

I M d^dalltkdrO«&-»om« C . 

m. 

N4ml tjt fmawm, says I, and ie£aVd to be try»4. 

Cmcdr bid me hope lor fame (port; 
To Sefioas I ran, I had Zag* on my fide, 

Intending to bom the whole Coaru 

IV. 
Bat Jk£r,3L-x, a wretch who had no bn/nefs there. 

Nor Mfftuvjt yet woaM come in ; 
Rtpcitznce bid PU&fkre defend front the Chair. 

And ordered the Came to begin. ' 

V. 

I begg'd a penniifion to call in my friends 
To fnpport the defence I fhoaM make ; 

Qnoth Self as to Friendihip he ferrM his own twos, 
And only did things for my fake. 




■ t 

For his Miftrefs in Gaiety I was maintain 'd, 

For me he a Madman has prov'd ; 
Tho' he may to hundreds affe&ion have feign'd, 

Yet me, and me only he lov'd. 

vii; 

In a pet I refolv'd not a Witnefs to call, 

The general Iffiu my Plea ; 
But challenge the Court, Judge and Jury, and all, 

That they were as guilty as me. 

VIII. 
Tis the Loadftone of Life, to that point the world turns, 

For Man is a miferly elf, 
Who cries and laughs, loves and hates, flatters and fcorns, 

As inter eft acts upon Self. 

IX. 

But now I'm awake— I that Logic deny, 

Which proves Self the ruler of Man ; 
To a Heart that can feel, weeping Beauty appfy, 

Let him think then of Self if he can. 

X. 

'Till Woman has civiliz'd favage mankind, 

We cannot fufceptible prove ; 
But when her perfections have beam'd on our mind 

We're brighten'd to Wifdom and Love. 

XL 

Ye Scoffers begone, ye ridiculous bafe — 

To Gratitude iirft be my Toaft ; 
May Merit meet always with Fricndjhip'i embrace, 

And each in the other be loft. 
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v. 

Some fancy the Court, 

Some fancy Field-fport, 
The Chace of a Beauty fome chufe ; 

The Topers with Wine, 

The Mifers with Coin, 
And Poets are pleas'd with their Muff. 

VI. 

La Mane ha* 8 mad Knight, 
With Wind-mills wou'd fight, 

Like htm oar attempts are a jeft ; 
With envy infane, 
And with proje&s fo vain, 

Each fneers at the fchemes of the reft 

VII. 

This Extravagancy 

On Folly or Fancy, 
Appears to be rather too long ; 

With Something that's fhrewd, 

I -with to conclude, 
And make this an Epigram Song. 

VIII. 

In a Point it mud end, 

On a Point I depend, 
And like a ftaunch Pointer I'll (land ; 

I appoint yon to ting, 

I appoint yon to ring, 
And a Scotch Pint of Claret command. 
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SONG 

r H O 1 BEDLAM. 

— . »«\ X*.*r» * ^mrtaijweet Mdgg the Brunette. 
<*t Httt-^tte. lib Wmket tight fcewerM, 



■% ^»* v>< -**r .%*»% bv 3» .agg cdnda ftarM, 

•% >*i^ •*<* **«£» * *s anittT flbr>d. 

r:«* ! ^ r * v* «t -** A^t» tadbMK&rmM for die djy, 

7; 

hid, 
cc* ^ tsowirttt «ftflt lura. he did. 
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^n*> v> A .rw — * Y^pts, Mr Vrtr does dwell, 
vk^ 'V te* «.^*&:acBK»kiiHell. 
t >£i£» %r.a Sai'ii mrnn i on top, 

n rt i « "» ^BflK JKW -tHBK AM tOODdy 

*ct^^BCfcjw tt^ofti and be found. 

UL 
k Xcea^t 3KF nJ* aa mnat anrie out, 
■* r%.^t .*»« «m J<it**r+ » :uag son* «p maoabt. 
"• a.u*<&**»* :n2on tw? all ^awr* s aead* 
~ But :>*ir ami >■* Ii«c wiMs br ?MK.ts ted. 

~ L «*/*** »JC Mm &L&X+ mot Jufcrxt xs a Sic?*, 

~ far 5V«>t*aw Kara ocre^onTd bread «o icceife,** 

$*fc 4 4mu 4 5«> 1**a Tim* HL be dun'd if I live. 
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IV. 
That moment a Methodijt came to the place, 
Hair tuck'd behind ears, and Zeal's cant on his face ; 
He threaten'd, he groan'd, he grimac'd, and he whin'd, 
The Mad Fellows mounted and feiz'd him behind* 
The Multitude queition'd why he was us'd thus ; 
He has broke out, quoth Tom, — he's, you Tee, one of uf • 
To their Hofpital dragg'd him, kp there was unloosed, 
Tom cry'd out — At Bedlam is Madnefs refused f 

V. 

His Comate reply'd — Brother Tom do not fret, 
The World only works now for what it can get ; 
Such fad objects as we are, it cares not about ; 
What has In te reft to do, with us two, in or out ? 
But this a Decoy Duck, who brings in great gains, 
And tunnels his hearers by turning their brains. 
If he's ftopp'd, folks will follow forae mifchief as bad, 
For one way or other the World will be mad,. 

VI. 

Here's a Bumper, my Boys,— May we (till find the way, 
" To fpeak what we know, and to know what we fay." 
Ye big Wigs of Grejham fome Noftrum compound, 
To keep our Heads clear and preferve our Hearts found. 
May Greatne/s and Goodnefs as partners agree, 
Mayourfons, like ourfelves, focialfing— -wb are free! 
And may we, felf confeious, prefumption defpifc, 
Nor e'er be fo mad as to think ourfelves urife. 
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VUX MSOJSm. 

m 

7JU JKy.Vp't tmvslrv ft a iannr±e Jsaj;. 
My f/*fy /'** '* ** "* innWE 5nnr iter soft. 
'I k* *»sw 0w»*t vy* «* ^'I £ *e in* x T<sbL 

IL 

tUv« f VffcU'Ni, ill* nrijrfclxwrj are pa3xn£ along, 

\ \\r\ l \\ hmk lino' (he fafhes, and cell as «e%e wranj: 

\.. iv .*^.. 4 u^ rtvmitit— what u all they can %? 

Uui, A-U \\\ ittyht lh<y flcpt, whilft &* drank k arcs'. 

IK. 
Yv'IWh, Di/putert, ye dignify'd Doclors, 
Yf Majors, ye Minors, with Prebends and Pro&ors* 
What benfe is it, prithee, which tells us to think. 
When all our feven Senfes declare we ihoa'd drink ? 

IV. 
Our Patron is Bacchus, and Jovt was his Sire, 
He was born in a Burft of Celeftial Fire; 
Mamma beggM the God wou'd come worthy her charms, 
The Lightning of Love prov'd too much for her Anns. 

V. 

f mm hpf, in ft moment, the Baby was fnatch'd, 
AnH Inw ft Buck by Nurfc Jupiter hatch'd ; 
IV Immortal 10 oxpiatc AVmr/t'i Rape, 
fcrftmvM im hi* Foundling the Gift of the Grape. 
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VI. 
Ye Love-fick who live on the Shine df an eye, 
The Red of a Cheek, or the Tone of a Sigh ; 
* Imprefs'd by the Smiles or the Frowns of a Fair, ' 
As Weather-glafs fhews Variations of Air; 

VII. 
In Country or Town yon have feen, without doubt, 
A Dancing-Btar led by a ring in his fnouf, 
While Pug plays his tricks if yon (hew him fome fruit) 
Thefe Emblems, ye Ladies, will moft Lovers fuit. 

VIII. 

If Girls won't comply why we never run mad, 1 

But away to the next, as enough may be had ; ? 

If again we're repuls'd, we ne'er hang, nor defpair, . v 

But in Wine comfort feek, we are.fure of it there. \?\ 

IX. 

Draw your Bows ye Crochetti in Mufic's defence, 
With Sound I'm for having a portion of Schfc ;' 
Give me a Bell's Tinkle, %'fat Landlord's Hoar; 
With a good Fellow's Bellow,— *Bring fix Bottles more* 

X. 

Six Bottles ! we'll have them, and bumper away, 
We've drank up the Night, and we'll drink down the Day; 
Here's their Healths who to Wine and their Words will 

be juft, 
Htre's the Girl that we love, and the Friend we can truft* 
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SONG CXXVI. 

CONTENTMENT. 

Tune, — Ye Nobles who hurry thro 9 cv 9 ry gay Toil. 

1 H E Poachers for Fortune who Damfels enfnare, 

With Drefs and Addrefles deceive ; 
To Lafles of Wealth how thofe Mifcreants fwear, 
And, alas ! how the Lafles believe. 

II. 
Nay, fome Ladies feem to expect being loft, 

They truft whom they know are forfworn ; 
They liften to him who has ruin'd the moft, 

And hope to be roin'd in torn. 

in. 

Can thij be believ'd ?— no ! — the Song-maker jokes, 

'lis the tale of a flandeions crew ; 
A Sigh !— then I fear that there may be fome folks 

Who are forry to fay it is true. 

VI. 
But when Love for Love isreceiv'd on each fide, 

How Tendernefs fmiles on the pair ; 
This, this is a triumph, and this is my pride, 

I enjoy fuch a favourite Fair. 

V. 
No Paint on her Face, — no Art in her Mind, 

Her Thoughts are explain'd by her Eyes; 
Prom Principle faithful, from Gratitude kind, 

And fcorns the Deceit of Difguiie. 
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VI. 
All along on die Slope, by the fide of a flream, 

Our hours we happily pais ; 
My Head on her Lap, while my Love is her Theme* 

And my Looks I lift up to my Lafs. 

VII.' 

Enjoying the Breeze from the fields of new hay, , 

We gather the Summer's fweet pride ; j 

Or point to the Brook where the fmall Fifhes play, 1 

And count them beneath the dear tide. \ 

Vlil. * 

In Rooms rich embellifh'd with Luxury's Store, 

Let wealth-pamper'd Indolence yawn ; j 

Let Wantonnefs aft her deliriums o'er, 

"Till Dupes to her dungeon are drawn. 

IX. 

Let common* place Fondnefs her blandifhments fpread, 

And tempt by the Toilet's parade ; 
The Squeeze, the foft Sigh, wanton Glance, and fly Tread* 

Are Pantomime Tricks of her Trade. 

X, 

I have try'd, and can tell,— I have frolick'd away, 

And follow'd the fafhion of Fun j 
The fame Farce have a&ed that's play'd at this day. 

And whye the World wheels will be done. 
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SONG cxxvn. 

GIVE THE DEVIL HIS DUE. 

Tone,— To take in good part the f oft Squeeze, (3c. 

1HERE is one thing, my Friends, I«m& offer to yot, 
'Tis, Give to Old Nick what to Old Nick is due ; 
What he owes to us I can rental* to far, 
Like a Daemon of Rank, upon Honour he'll pay. 

n. 

Tho' yon fmile at my 9yftem, and fneer at my Song, 
Hit Worihip'i dtow'd to be Prince of Bon Ton j 
Now thus lies the bto'neft, -firs, a* we*re pbRte, ' 
And praaife good mfcmers, prky wHat 1 iiTib AJ^ft> 

7^ Z>«tiV tV tn ^remS a phrtfe tlafly ni'd, 
Yet oft, by fuch language, the devil's abta'd. * 
ifrlio' l fome hollow Hearts may 'have much room tiyfpatt, 
The Devil himfelf ^rouM notiimtft to dwell "that. 

IV. 
Some People affeft wift this World to 1* Bck, . 
And give themfelvto up in a pet to Old Nick j 
Devil'foich the 1 they cry, bat if SAfAtf they knew, 
His Honour has msch better bos'nefs (Oilo. ' 

V. 

Tho 9 of Darknefs he's King, he's a Prince of the Air, 
And with his Infernaljkip we fhou'd deal fair; 
The chearful Day's rul'd by the Angd of Light, 
And the Devil (Lord blefs us!) is Monarch of Night. 
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VI. 

His torturing fpirits around Turn await, 

As Watchmen attend on the Conftable's (late ; 

Thofe Imps of Authority Tally in fhoals, 

And penny lefs Strumpets drag in as damn'd Souls* 

vir. 

The Hell upon Earth, And Life's dev'liih J)i&afe, 
Is Poverty finning, and feiz'd on for Fee6 j 
Deep in Darknefs that Drofs we call Money was hid 
A proof that the Ufe on't to us was forbid. 

VIII. 

But Pluto, the Devii'sold heathemfh name, 
Brought it forth from below, as a Varnim for Shame* 
Pezfuafion, Temptation, attended the Gold, 
"Till all have been Jbid for, and few ate unfold. . 

IX. 

We are dev'lifhly odd, in a dev'liih odd Way, 

Since Bribe as Bribe can, there's the Devil to foy% I 

The Devil of Party makes damnable rout, i 

Tho' the Devil a bit can we tell what about. j 

' X. ' 

May Satan feize thofe who by purchafe deceive ; j 

May they take the fame Road who fuch things receive; j 

But may we preferve row est Men, tho* they're few j 
Export all the reft,— give the Devil his Due* \ 
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t o n g cxxvm. 

PRESENT TASTE. 

Tunc,— Laft Night, wt my Dream, I beheld a brown Lqfu 

xJNE day. meeting Momus, it was upon 'Change, 

Acceding the Droll, with — What News r 
By the Foot of Alcides (quoth he) it is ftrange, 

That the Englijh fhould England abufe. 
As Xocujts, in fwarms crofs the feas for their prey, 

As Woodcocks firft flefhlefs appear, 
So flioals of imported IUib'rals this day, 

(Necejtiy'% Troop) landed here. 

II. 

Not a Stroller from France, not a Vagrant from Rome, 

Not a Swifs with a Marmoztt Shew, 
But here Men of Science and Breeding become, 

Outlandi/h Folks ev'ry thing know. 
The Rich will receive them as Flattery'* Imps, 

Servility grins in their looks, 
And Britijh-born Artifts are elbow'd by Pimps, 

By Hair-drejfers, Dancers* and Cooks* 

iir. 

Englijh Merit, in vain, may attempt at the lead, 

' All the Wit in the world we may wafle $ 
But Things from beyond Sea are fure to fucceed, 

They hit the high fafhion of Tap. 
To Tajlc and to Honour who has not a claim t 

They are worn without any expence ; 
They are felf-beftow'd Gifts, they are Egotijls Fame, 

They are Knav'ry and Dunces Defence. 
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IV. 

Englijh might be allow'd in the rude days of yore, 

Such Vulgar s we caant now endure ; 
There is fomething fo foft in the found of Signior, 

And immenfely polite in Mejicur* 
How coarfe founds the Sand'bys ?— in Merit indeed. • 

Thofe Brothers embellifti the age ? 
Can fuch a rude name now as Rooker fucceed f 

Befides he belongs to the Stage. 

V. 

All's vulgar and horrid, low, wretched, and Jlat j 

Of Us thus the ConnoifGeur fpeaks ; 
But exquijtie Jine, 'tis immenfe, and all that, 

When he talks about Gothics and Greeks. 
Perhaps my Addrefs a Preemption may ftcm, 

Be received by the Rich as a Sneer ; 
But with all You are worth, to be worthy Efteem, 

Do Justice to Genius born here. 



SONG CXXIX. 

NOBODY AND NOTHING. 

Tune, — Gee - ho Dobbin* 

A. Story, or Song, you have left to my choice, 
For one I've no Humour, for t'other no Voice ; 
In attempting a Tune I like Nobody bawl, 
And as to a Mimic I'm nothing at all. 
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II. 

The wrinkled- cheek Critic, cali'd $ Squire Syntaxzs 9 
Pedantical Speaking wou'd bring into practice. 
With Claflical Gabble may wink and may fneer. 
And beg I wou'd make the thing Notfung appear, 

III. 
For Schoolmafters conjugate derivate fbfF, 
I fpeak to be underftood, that is enough ; 
The Phrafe of likt Nobody they may condemn. 
But as I fing nothings 'tis nothing to them* 

IV. 

Now as to this Nobody I dare to fay, 

Although we fee Somebody always in play ; 

And fomt times thvxfomcthing mzyfomehow be {hewn* 

Yet Nobody only mud many Things own. 

V. 

The Publick is pefterM with many gay forma, 
Like Butterflies, fpringing from Grubs and from Worms ; ■ 
Thofe u'rfl'dre/s'd Neceffiiies daily we view, I 

In Nobody's bus'nefs with not/ting to do. 

VI. 
They've nothing to think on, they've nothing to fav, 
Nobody* s all night, and juft nothing all day ; 
At notldng they laugh, and at nothing they cry, 
And Nobody cares how they live or they dye. 

VII. 
'Tis Nobody only can guefs the Game play'd, 
When Nubod.yh by, betwixt Mafler and Maid ; 
Unlefs Indifcretion fhou'd alter their plan, 
Nobody knows nothing 'twixt Miilrefs and Man. 
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VIII. 
The Romp too ripe gr own, unlefs gathcr'cLa Speaft, 
Will fall, the firft ftiake, from weak Chaftity's boughs- 
Dear Captain, fhe whifpers, fomebody will hear us* 
Dear Ntifs, whifpers he, there is Nobody near us. ; ; 

IS 

But^w^ifl^Vbetray'd by >herPaffion, to Shame, . ,> 
And Par$nis,and Guardian* begin with* their bianie; ' 
Who, I fir,? — not I fir I -~ no I Honour forbid it, 
.If 1 am with Chiid, it was Nobopv did it* 

The, tread of Gallant by Corouto is Heard, > 

On tiptoe the Lover from rendezvous fcarM ; 
\yW$ there ? ftarts the Huiband^ His Thieves that I heat* 
But Wife pat3 his cheek, ,aod Hfps, Nobody ! dear* 

XL 
Any -body may fay, if they pleafe, I am wrong, 
Ev'ry-body find Fault, if they pleafe, with my Song l - 
But careful left fornebody we ihou'd offend, « » 

1 with Nothing began, and with Nobody end. 
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SONG CXXX. 

W A T E R. 

' Tune,— The big-bclly'd Bottle. 

OUR Chorus to Bacchus* to Bacchus we'll raifc, 
Long Corks be my Garland inftead of the Bays ; 
With Burgundy's Bleflings my Temples anoint, 
And toaft the firft Toper who drank a Half-pint. 
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II. 

My Song is to Bacchus, the God of the Vine, 
The Engineer Artift to fpring Beauty's Mine ; 
Without him Wit pines, and Love languidly fades. 
Cold Water has kept the Nine Mufes old Maids. 

in. 

Quoth Temperances Wa Tin's the med'cine of health. 
And Water, quoth Prudence, will win a man wfcalth ; 
Tho' odd it may feem 9 as the ftory's not long, 
Once Water help'd Bacchus, and thus fays the Song. 

IV. 
" It was when his harveft rejoic'd the parch 'd Earth, 
€t Beneath the firft Vine, Love on Wit begot Mirth; 
** Yet Hate rais'd fome Rebels who broke from his fway, 
" And, drunk with his bounty, deny'd to obey. 

V. 

u He harnefs'd his Tygers, he marihall'd his force, 
" Silenus was Sutler, Lord Pan led the Horie ; 
«« The Ganges they crofs'd, came in front of the Foe, 
" And (truck them all dead, without ftriking a blow. 

VI. 
«* 'Twas Pan did the feat, cafl them into a fright, 
" He crept, like a Fox, thro' their camp in the night; 
" All the Wine he drew off, while thefe Ignorants fnor'd, 
" And into the Bottles foul Ditch Water pour'd." 

VII. 
Each Rebel, next morn, rais'd the Flaflc to his head. 
But chiird the firft gulp, in an ague-fit fled ; 
Fled trembling, from Monarch to meaneft Mechanic, 
From hence came the Fhrafe, to put Men in a Pannic. 
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SONG CXXXI. 

MEDIOCRITY. 

Tunc,— Attempt to be happy ! but how can that bet 

IN a neighbourly way, with an honeft man's fame, 

Unoffending, I hope to fucceed ; 
Attend if you pleafe, if you're pleas'd with a name. 

Imprimis, let Probity lead. 

ii. 

Be careful to keep on Humility's fide, 

Nor ever lofe Gratitude's view; 
Obey not the Envy of Pique nor of Pride, 

Nor pilfer from Merit its due. 

HI. 

Be affur'd that Efteem is a noble Eftate,— 

Let not a fond fmile make you proud ; 
Nor rail at Men merely becaufe they are Great,— 
Be not dup'd by the Roar of a Croud. 

IV. 
Shun Flattery's phrafe, let not Promife allure, 

Nor dangle for Dinners in Tafte ; 
Forget not old Friends, tho' perhaps they are poor, 

Nor make new Acquaintance in hafte. 

V. 

Oh ! fuffef not Intereji, Friendjhip to wean, 

Accept not Servility's treat ; 
Nor filently witnefs Iniquity's fcene* 

But open at once on Deceit* , 

M 
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song cxxxir. 

THE SWEETHEARTS. 

« 

Tune,— Deny Down. 

I. 

SlNCE the World is fo old, and the Times are fo new, 
And every thing talk'd of except what is true } 
Among other ftories my Fable may pafs, 
Of four or five Sweethearts who courted a Lafs. 

Deny down, tic* 

11. 
The firlt was from France, a-la-mode de Paris, 
All fafhion, all feather, bien Monfieur poudrie } 
He bow'd, he took fnufF, cut i caper, and then 
He bow'd, cut a caper, and took fnufF agen. 

III. 
A Dutchman advanced ,— when the Lady he faw, 
|le dropp'd down his pipe, and he blutter'd out — yaw J 
With hands hid in pocket, and unpolifh'd leer, 
As frogs fing in courtfhip, fo croak'd out Mynheer* 

IV. 
From Connaught, itfelf, another Beau came, 
Macfinnin Macgragh Ballinbrough was his name J 
He bow'd to the Lafs, and he ftar'd at Mounfeer, 
Clapp'd hand oft his fwor'd, and faid, Ah!—~Arrak, 
uy Dear/ 

M a 
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V. 

The next a Mefs John, of rank Methodilt Taint, 
Who thought like a (inner, bat look'd like a faint, 
Clos'd hands, twirl'd his thumbs, moving mnckle his face, 
Then turn'd up his eyes as about to fay grace. 

VI. 

A neat Englim Sailor in holiday trim, 
Who had long lov'd the Lafs, and the Lafs had lov'd hiia, 
Athwart them all ftept, under arm tofs'd his fwitch, 
Squar'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowfers a hitch. 

VII. 

He along-fide her fell, and he grappl'd on board, 
She ftruck the firfl broad fide of kifles he ponr'd ; 
Then he tow'd her to church, and as to the reft, 
What afterwards followed is eafily guefs'd. 

Dtrry donm, (3c. 



SONG 
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A LESSON OF LOVE. 

Tune,—- Go on ye gay wantons, c?c. (3c. 

L 

xE Lexicon Critics, whofe claffical pride, 
Plain fenfe and plain EngliOi, as moderns, deride ; 
Yet Woman, dear Woman ! your minds could improve, 
Turn Students to her, take a Lejfon of Love. 
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II. 

Ye Ruftics who burfl from the arms of embrace, 
To Beauty's prefer the rude joys of the chace, 
So favagea practice no more you'll approve. 
When once you have praclis'd— -a Leffon of Love* 

III. 
At Midnight, ye Topers, when bump'ring your toaft, 
Be careful of who, and to whom 'tis you boaft ; 
If the tythe of thofe joys you pretend ye cou'd prove, 
Wine wou'd not have power to wean you from— Love. 

IV. 

Ye Soldiers who rufli thro* the rough-work of war, 
As Statefmen may fcheme, or as Sovereigns jarr, 
Engagements more glorious at home ye may prove, 
So fet up your ftandards and lift under—- Love. 

V. 
Ye Bufy in traffic, whofe Cent, per Cent, lives, 
Can eftimate juftly all worth— but your Wives : 
While th' Interefts of Trade you fo anxious improve, ^ 

You neglect their demands, and are bankrupts to— Love* ■;' \ 

VI. 1 

The Life of a Man is Inquietude's reign, 

Care, dullnefs, fatigue, difappointment and pain ; 

But clafp the fond Female, thofe ills (he'll remove, -j 

Such Witchcraft has Woman, fuch Magic h—Lovc. & 



C M* 1 
SONG THE LAST,- 

O R, 

E P I L O G U E. 

Tone,— Laura's Song in tht ChapUt. 

I. 

1 HE Wits were wont, in ancient times. 
To eftimate their Age by Rhymes, 

A Ballad was their Schooling ; 
We Moderns may, perhaps be wrong, 

If not likctui/e, alfo a Song 

May fit us for our Foolmg m 

II. 

Imprimis, there's- the Men of State, 
But, hold! I'll let alone the Great, 

Lift I Jhoold gain a Schooling; 
Since Greatnefs was not form'd for fport, 
Tho' fome folks gredtfy make their Court, 

By greatly, greatly Fooling. 

III. . 

We play the Fool, we a£t the Wife, 
We bare-fae'd walk, or wear difguife, 

As Hopes and Fears are ruling. 
And yet, with all our deep-laid wiles, 
From John 6* Nokes to Tom o 9 Stiles, 

What is it all but Fooling f 
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IV. 
If Men will think, if Men will fee, 
That all this To, — or not to be, 

Is as we're hot, or cooling; 
To-day on Expectation's wing, 
To-morrow off, 'tis not the Tldng, 

What is the Thing ?— why Fooling 

V. 
Fool on, Fool on, for Life at beft, 
Is but half-bred, 'twixt Cry and Jefl, 

As Chance, not Reafon's ruling; 
To Chance we owe our Rights and Wrongs, 
To Chance I dedicate thefe Songs, 

A Ballad- Maker's Fooling* 
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